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Remember to have been at an exhibition of 


Pictures, to which I was admitted for the mo- 
derate conſideration of One Shilling; and I re- 


ceived, into the bargain, a catalogue of them, 


prefaced with a ſhort Eſſay upon Painting. The 


5 pictures happened to be all executed by the ſame 


hand that had written the Eſſay. I thought it 
therefore not improper, before I looked at the Au- 


thor” s painting, to run over a few pages of his 


print. I found his remarks very judicious, the 


ſubject entertaining, and his ſtile unuſually cor- 


rect. This encouraged me to proceed. I fate 
down in a window, and finiſhed the Eſſay with 
great ſatisfaction; ſaying unto myſelf, this muſt 


be the performance of a great maſter ; he ſhouJd 
certainly excel in his art, But great was my ſur- 


prize, on examining the pictures, to find, that 
almoſt every one of them contradicted the very 
rules he had ſo judiciouſly preſcribed, It ſeemed 
as if the Painter, by that contraſt, had intended 
to accelerate the inſtruction of ſuch of the ſpec- 


tators, as had not before the leaſt knowledge of 
his art; in teaching them at the ſame time to know 


What 


3 PREFACE. 
what was a _ Baue, a ag d gui © them what 


was a had. 


/ 


In like manner, have we den many a harmleſs , 


inoſfenſive book brought into diſgrace, by ſome 


vain editor, who muſt needs prefix his officious 
and learned opinions to it by way of Preface, or | 
Introductory Advice; but it is not my intention, 


nor is it in my power, by the above undue means, 
to do injury to the poetical attempts of my friend. 


They are far ſuperior to any wit or learning, with 


which J could pretend to introduce them; and 1 


have really not the abilities to expoſe their defects; 
the reader muſt find them out without my aſſiſt- 


ance; and defects they certainly have: for with- 
out meaning any offence to the author, we may 
very properly divide the following Attempts into 


two parts: the ſenſſble, and the nonſenſical. The firſt 
of theſe will ſpeak for itſelf; but it behoveth us to 
offer ſomething in apology for the latter. And Here 
let me quote the judicious remark of certain 
learned criticks, for whoſe judgment and erudition 
I. have a very profound reſpect : There are two 


kinds of nonſenſe,” ſaid they, one day when 


they were jocoſely inclined, “ nonſenſe that will 
make a man Yep, and nonſenſe that will make 
a man laugh.” Ergo, quoth I to myſelf, a lit- 


tle nonſenſe muſt be neceſſary towards accompliſh- 


ing the worldly happineſs of man, For, ſleep, 
| pro- 


providing it be not attended with uneaſy dreams, 
bringeth relaxation to the body, and relieveth the 
mind from ſorrow, anxiety, or rage; and as fer 
; laughter, no many. unleſs in a fit of convulſion, is 
| ſubject to it, but at the times he is diſpoſed to be 
cheerful, good humoured, or gay. My worthy 
friends have, however, forgotten to mention a 
third kind of nonſenſe, which commonly makes 
2 man yum. Againſt- that kind I moſt ſolemnly 
enter my proteſt. It is a compound of inſipid 
ſtuff, which ſerves to no one other earthly uſe ; and 
I flatter myſelf it will not be found in the Sheets 
before us. But as for the other two kinds of non- 


ſenſe, in theſe poetical attempts of my friend, 


ſhould they occafion his readers either to ſleep or 


laugh, I ſhall certainly think he has thereby done 
his country ſome ſervice. The moſt eloquent ora- 
tions, in a certain auguſt aſſembly, have ſeldom 
any better effect; nor are they often found to be 
of greater beneſit or utility to the nation. 

Tho' I could make ſeveral apologies. to my 
friend for giving his Attempts to the Publick, I 
ſhall mention but two: I imagined his friends 
would be glad to peruſe his performances, with- 
out putting him to the continual trouble of tran- 
ſcribing them: my other inducement for printing 
them, proceeded from my having read in the pub- 
liek papers the advertiſement of a certain Book- 
| 1 „5 | _-: _- ſeller; 


„ PREFACE. : 
; ſeller, who gave the world to know, that ſhortly 
was by him to be publiſhed and vended the fol- 
meg valuable: works 11 
The Hiſtory of the ee of; the | Emperor 
Charles V. I 8 
A Collection of Etrifenn,! Greek ind Roman 
Antiquities. © 
- The Hiſtory of Ewa i 
The Seats and Cauſes of W eh ge 
by Anatomy. y 
A compleat Didionary 4 Wie N 
Obſervations on the A/thma.: - - 
The Life of Alexander Pope, Eſq; | 
A Treatiſe on the medical Virtues of Acids. 
Extracts from the penal Laws. 
A Review of the e Lie * Dig: 
121 in Moral. 3 
And the Works of A. Pages Eſq; a new Edition | 
What a magazine of knowledge for the im- 
provement of the underſtanding ! and towards 
the ennobling of the ſentiments, enlivening the 
_ ſpirits, or brightening the imagination, but a 
paultry new edition of 'an old ftale book, which 
every body has read, and which, having read fo 
| often, every one can repeat with the ſame thought- 
leſs indifference, as he does the prayers of our holy 
church !—By all that's good! I exclaim'd, it muſt 
not be, I will never ufer the head to gain know- 
ledge 


PREFACE: iii 
[ia at the .expence of the cl of 5 heart; 
the brain to be tortured with the dry purſuit of 
philoſophy, and the memory to be loaded with 
hiſtorical events, without ſomething either to 
amuſe or relax, if not to poliſh; and humanize 
the mind. I therefore, inſtantly determined to 
preſent the Publick with the Sentimental Foce of 
my friend. WL 
So much 1 the title t to theſe Sheets as contains 
Occaſional Attempts at Sentimental Poetry, is the Au- 
thor's own writing; the reſt of it by a Man in 
| Buſineſs, I took the liberty to add myſelf, I pur- 
poſely avoided ſaying, By a Man of Bufineſs,” 
being aware. the Criticks would alledge, that a 
Man of Buſineſs might have found ſomething elſe 
to do than to write rhimes.—But the reſt of my 
Preface I ſhall deliver to you in the Author's | 
own words; for thus he was pleaſed to addreſs me 
on preſenting me with his Book. 
„ There, my friend, is the; manuſeript which 
you defired ſo much to read: but you muſt not 
expect to find any thing very poetical in it, for I 
have never had leiſure enough to pay my court to 
the Muſes in form. You know, that for feveral 
yeare, during the time I was learning my profeſ- 
ſion, I was very much employed in writing; but 
when I began buſineſs for myſelf, I had not oc- 
cupation ſufficient to dire employment to my 
thoughts 
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thoughts or my pen. 
ſome kind of purſuit for the imagination, the 


mind of a young man would ſoon become waſte; 
I-therefore took to rhiming, by way of exerciſing 
my invention, and keeping my quill in uſe : yet 


the time I beſtowed on it, were only thoſe hours 
1 employed in exerciſe for the preſervation of my 
health. Moſt of what you ſee there was com- 
poſed, either whilſt I was walking in the crowded, 

noiſy, muddy ſtreets of London, or riding on the 


duſty roads of its environs ; and, on my return, 


home, my head was no longer burdened with 
rhymes, than during the time [ was tranſmitting 
my viatick compoſitions to paper. .If more lei-, 


ſure had been allowed me, my performances might 


have been more correct, and more compleat; but, 
circumſtanced as I was, I could attempt nothing 
but what aroſe from occaſional thoughts, accord- 


ing to the diſpoſition of mind I happened to be in. 


I have, for that reaſon, given theſe Sheets the 


title which you have read; and I could not, in- 


deed, with propriety have. given them any other ; 


for I have attempted very little at Deſcriptive 
Poetry, both for want of capacity, and for want 
I could never endure to beſtow 
many hours either in reading or writing the de- 


ſcription of a thing, which, if in nature, I could 


behold to greater perfection with one glance of 


1 had read, that, aa” 


-. 
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my eye; and which, if not in nature, there could 
be very little merit in deſeribing; ; for, as the nearer 
the mind approaches to lunacy, the more it will 
excel in the ideal operations of the brain; ſo the 
fancy of a madman will make him open, in ten 
minutes, more flowers of imagination, than the 
genius of the livelieſt deſcriptive poet could ſhoot | 
forth in as many moons. | 
If the peruſal of 'my Rhymes ſhould * * | 
and entertain you, I ſhall look upon myſelf as a 
very idle ſcribler, and, in no degree more uſeful. 
to ſociety than a Dancing-maſter, or a Fidler; 
but if it ſhould approach you but one ftep nearer 
to virtue, I ſhall be ſatisfied with myſelf for hav-. 
ing done ſome little good in the world.; although 
I ſhall never be vain of it, until it be lh that, 
in life, every author does att according to the pre- 
cepts which he has written. As to any advantage 
which may acerue to myſelf from this habit of 
rhyming, I can foreſee none; it will gain me no 
credit, either at Weſtminſter-Hall, or on the 
Change of London. I therefore bid adieu to the 
Muſes, till Fortune ſhall have placed me in ſome 
country retirement, where, inſtead of diſmiſſing 
them as impertinent intruders, I ſhall be glad to 
court their company, and ſhall receive them as 
friendly viſitors who come ta amuſe me in a win- 
ter's Evening, | | ND 
| Is 
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I make no doubt but you will be ſurpriſed at 


my method of arranging theſe Attempts. You 
will aſk me, why I did not, in the uſual manner, 


put all the Compoſitions of a ſerious nature toge- 


ther, and thoſe of a comical caſt under another 
ſeparate head ? My diſpoſing of them otherwiſe 
proceeded entirely from a humour of my own: I 
never enjoy a laugh ſo heartily as after I have 
been ready to ſhed tears; and I am never more 


apt to wet mine eyes at any melancholy tale, than 
immediately after my fentiments have been rouſed 
by mirth. Beſides, I believe, they will amuſe you 


better in the form they are in, than if J had fixed 
your attention too long on one ſubject, or occa- 
ſtoned you to be a longer time either in a ſerious 


or a cheerful mood. It is not, in general, the 


taſte of. the moderns to fit down compoſedly to 


twelve books of Miltonic compoſition, nor yet to 


as many cantos of Hudibraſtic verſe. Their de- 


light is in a quick variety; the intention of their 


reading being oftener to kill time, than to ac- 


quire knowledge, or imbibe truth.“ 
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In a DraLocve betwixt a PozT and his Fa1end, 


FRIEND. 


ES, yes, =y F riend, whate'er your Poets ſay, 


Ne er to write verſe i is far the better ede 


Po E r. 


Hold, rigid judge; blame not the noble art ; 


Obſerve, this once, a Friend's, not Critic's part; 
And while of Poets I defend the cauſe, 
With patience hear, and judge by candid laws, | 
Is there a man, with ſhining talents born, 
Whom claſlic knowledge, ſterling wit adorn ; 
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Whoſe only fault, if that a fault you call, 

Is, he muſt write in verſe, or not at all; 

Muft, then, this man condemn'd to filence ple; 
Becauſe he cannot ſpeak in Proſe like Pitt? 
Or muſt he ne'er, unhappy man! preſume 
To write, becauſe he writes not like a Hume? 
No, no, my F riend, to man indulgent Heav'n 
Has various taſks, and various talents, * n; 
A Pope, to laſh a vicious age, aflign'd ; 

'And gave to Gay each virtue of the mind ; 

” Murray, in councils and debates to ſhine 


With Ciceronian eloquence, is thine ! 


The praiſe of conduct is to Brunſwick due; 


Courage beam'd forth, ill-fated aha in you.— 
Heroes for glory may in fight contend; 

Still « on ſome Poet does their fame depend, 

Verſe can our paſſions move, awake our woe, 

And force our tears, unaſk'd unfeign'd, to flow : 


Lord Mansfield, | 
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1E 11 
Who, if he Elaiſa' ning peruſe, 


| Can to her woes a friendly tear refuſe ? 


What bard, unmoy'd, could tell Dione's fate ? 


Or young Amelia's harder doom relate ? 
By light'ning ſtruck, ('twas Heav'n's ſevere decree), 


She left deſpair, O Celadon ! to thee 

That genuine grief, which in each line appears, 
T hompſon, when writing) felt, and ſunk in tears. 
Nor is the pow'r of verſe confin'd to this 5 5 


It can, my friend, augment, nay, cauſe our bliſs: 


Oft the companion of a midnight bowl, 
It tunes to open chearfulneſs the ſoul; 


With joyful praiſe a *® Drummond's life wil ſean, 
Or from a + Stormont paint a virtuous man; 
Can oft, by well- plac'd ſatire, raiſe our mirth, 


And cruſh the ſerpent Envy in its birth, 
And ſure, with ſteady well- directed rage, 
Each bard is bound to laſh a vicious age; 


* Archbiſhop of York. 
+ Lord Stormont, 
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Or raiſe a mirror to the villain's ſight, 
And ſhew his features in their trueſt light: 
For, if a bard, in ſatire dip his quill, 
And vice deride, with ſlow reſerve and ſkill, 5 
Why ſhould the world, malicious as it is, 
Condemn an honeſt action, good like this? 
Should he gainſt George or * Saville arm his pen, 
T own the Critics would have reaſon, then; 
But if more gentle, avid perhaps leſs vain, 
He to a miſtreſs ſhould confine his ſtrain, 
Why ſhould not he, in flowr'y meadows ſtray; 
What to the publick is his harmleſs play? 
Content is he, beſide fre nl ball, e 
To mark the beauties of the woodland dell. 
W hat ſay you, now? | 
FRI E N p. 
In our degen' rate age, 
Is found from flatt'ry free no Poet's page. 


No Author dares give vicious men their due. 


* 


+ Sir George Saville. 
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Thro' hope of pleaſure, not thro* ſordid views 


My humble meaſures, and attempt to praiſe, 


With me all mankind are at firſt the ſame; 


I call him great, who dares aſpire to fame; 


Adorn'd with ev'ry virtue of the heart, 


Each talent nature can to man impart ; j 
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Porn. 


| There les the fault my Friend: a ! *tis true, 


Each bard, dependent on a great man, gives 
His mite of praiſe;, tis juſt, by that he lives 3— 
But I, who, bleſt by fortune, ſought the muſe 


If, forc'd by merit, at a time, I raiſe 
No ſelf-ſprung Int'reſt can my lines indite; 


My heart muſt dictate, what my hand ſhould write; 


F R I E N D. 
Rais'd by his birth, and i in his fortune viel, 


Alcander lives? 


—— © 
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But in inglorious reſt. 
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Lovs d by his friends, and by the world admir d, 
His breaſt was never by ambition fir'd' ; ; 
: He lives contented in his calm retreat. 

5 o E T. | 

I own hw virtzous, but he is . great. 

To private virtues we muſt praiſes give; 

But, for himſelf, no man is born to live. 

This greatly juſt, this univerſal rule, 

I early learn'd, my Friend, when yet at ſchool : 
. What-ever fortune Heav'n on man beſtows, 
« To ſerve his country is a debt he owes.— 
Should I at George's name my numbers raiſe, 
And tune each meaſure to the notes of praiſe, 


What could ſevereſt Critics find to blame ? 


Frm D. 


All this they'd praiſe, but ſordid intereſt; name, 


Pp o E T. 
No, no, my Friend; perhaps in Whitehead's mouth 
It might like flatt'ry ſound ; in mine tis truth. 


Or 


ES 
Or ſhould 1 tell, how, ſhame to human kind, 

A man by fortune bleſt, of lofty mind, 

:Þ orgetting honor's ever ſacred ties, 

Could nature's and religion” s laws deſpiſe, | 

| Could break each band that ſhould mankind 1 
To pleaſe a mean laſcivious appetite; 

'Tis, then, that Satire aims aright the dart, 

And wounds, (for O! ſhe's juſt), the guilty heart. 
For, ſure, the man, who from ſuch duty ſwerves 
The rudeſt touch of Satire's hand deſerves 3 

And tho', at times, he may my pity claim, 

I think him vicious, and, as ſuch, muſt blame. 
For, paſſion {this bewail ) in man too ftrong, 
The mind oft hurries to the depth of wrong ; 
And tho? he mark the path that leads to right, 
Vice, bot too oft, obſcures his dubious ſight, 


FR N E N D. 
Well, grant that ſatire is the muſe's taſk, 
Why ſcribble odes and elegies, I aſk ? 


B 4 5 Por. 


ONES u 1. | 
At various times; my Friend „in different ways, 
The active mind her fey ral thoughts n 3 
Nor ſhould a bard his talent only uſe | 

For fatire's ſtrain ; he often'muſt amuſe ; 5 

To pleaſe the fair muſt quit th' ill-natur'd pen, 

i Nor treat the ladies as he would the men ; 

Beau, wit, poet muſt, to win them, ever 

Say charming things, and thin gs thou ght mighty clever; 
To ſofter notes muſt tune his am'rous lays, 

And give to woman vain, her darling praiſe, 


FRIEND. 


* 


This is to fater ſure ! [ 


P ot T. 
Why yes, my Friend; 

Tis flatt*ry all; but with an honeſt end. 
Heav'n the ſoft ſex, from earlieſt times, deſign'd 
To be the flatter'd idol of mankind. — 
Vet more, that Poetry can mortals bleſs, 
Another proof, undoubtedly, is this : 
=—_ oO 
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Retiring fateſimen, oft, their cares to eaſe, 


| Have ſought the Muſes i in their later days: - . 
80 Granville ſung i in Windſor” s beauteous bowers 3 
So 4 employ'd his leiſure hours; ; 


A like amuſement, Littleton, is thine ! 1 


2 — . 


Humbly your ſteps, great bards! to trace, be mine; 
| FRIEND. | 


Enough, enough, my Friend, your caſe I find 


Is deſp'rate quite —a frenzy of the mind. 
PO Er. | 


Here then 1 we end; keep each his notion ſtill; 


— 


Blame you, whilſt I write on. 


J 
* 

i 
f 


F RIEN p. 
And ſo I will. 
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By way of PROLOG U kr to "the following 


Rhimes; an extempore Reply to a Friend, 
who had invited himſelf to dine with me. 


} 


ES ; we're at home, my worthy chum, 

And dine alone ; ſo you. may come. 
Your birth-day ſuit you need not put on, 
To pick with us a bone of mutton ; — 
Come in which tatter'd coat you chooſe, 
In night-gown, flippers, or ſlit ſhoes ; 
You'll find no prig, at our plain board, 
Againſt your garb will draw his ſword. 
Bring but an eder to eat, ; 


And you'll be welcome to the treat.— 
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ELEGIAC VERSES, 


Sent with a preſent of Italian Airs to a young 

Lady, on her retiring to the Country for the 
ſummer. ſeaſon * 

From Edinburgh, 1761. 

A LEN i is thy pride, Edina ! and thy hope; 


Thy walls, no more, a pleaſing aſpect wear; 


Thy fate to melancholy thought gives ſcope, 
And draws from grief the tributary tear. 


Celia is gone !—the beauty of thy court, 
In thy once-gay abode now dwells no more ; 
Thy youth to ſilent ſolitude reſort ;— 


Unheard, their loſs, in mournful ſtrains, deplore. 


* On comparing theſe lines, compoſed at the requeſt 
of a friend, to be ſent to a lady whom I had never ſeen, 
with the Ode to Miſs , the reader will naturally re- 
eollect the anſwer which Mr. Waller made to king Charles 
II. on his majeſty's aſking him, How it came that the 
verſes he had addreſſed to him, were not ſo good as the 


poem he had compoſed on Oliver Cromwell?“ „The reaſon 


of that, an't pleaſe your majeſty, 1s plain, » We poets 
excel in fiction.“ 
Let 


— — 


_— 


in 

Let me, too, raiſe my voice in plaintive lay, 
And weep the abſence of thy beauteous queen * 

Till winter's clouds, wide-dark' ning o'er the day, 


Shall rob the meadows of their envied green. 


But ſay, is't winter's hoary froſt, or rain, 
That blaſts the verdure of the woody ſhade ? — 
Ab! no; the groves their charms from Celia gain, 


Bloom at her ſight, —but in her abſence fade. 


Their ſhy inhabitants, the feather'd tribe, 
While her melodious voice breathes heav'nly ſound, 
From the ſweet notes new harmony imbibe, 


And, to her muſic lining, hover round. 


When ſoft ſhe ſings by yon clear murm'ring rill, p 
As melting ſorrow moves her tender ſoul, 


The rocky banks, commiſerating feel; 


To the known voice the ſtreams, lamenting, roll. 


Behold ſhe wanders to the neighb'ring cave, 
To glad, with vocal ſound, the hollow'd dome; 
| | But 
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1 
But Echo—(hark | the vain rebellious ſlave!) 


Saddens the gloomy vault with ſolemn tone. 


Now loſt within theſe diſmal-weeping walls, 
Ah! vainly, I attempt t' allay my grief 4 
Frequent the dance of ſorrow-conqu'ring balls, 


Dull concerts hear, or ſeek, in mirth, relief. 


With Celia's charms no more the circle ſhines ; 


Her ſweeter. chant enlivens not the band ; 


Alas ! my heart, where e'er I wander, pines rms 
My peace is loſt, and pleaſure's at an end, 
Deſponding thoughts my tortur'd mind oppreſs ; 
Faintly I try to utter with my tongue ; 
Heart- giv'n ſobs my fault'ring words ſuppreſs; 


Trembling the quill declines the woful ſong. 


O come, aſſiſt me with pathetic moan 


Of am'rous melody, ye Tuſcan ſwains ! 
Both love and grief unite, in ev'ry tone, 


To ſwell the muſic of your ſoothing ſtrains. 


my 

They come, they come, attentive to my call, 

Lo! they draw near, ſweet choireſters of 31 | 
When at thy feet, fair nymph ! they proſtrate fall, 
May they . heart to ſoft compaliion move. 


Could I 1 ſee thee, ſmiling, join their IE | 
How would my breaſt, with rapt'rous pleaſure, glow, 
As thro' my ſoul thy vocal notes diffuſe 

The ſecond bliſs thou can'ſt on man beſtow. : 

May theſe relent thee, in a far retreat, | 

Fo chear Edina with thy quick return; 

Reflect, with pity, on the wretched fate 


Of thoſe who love,—and Celia? 8 abſence mourn. 


1 


To me reſtore, lov'd maid | my former 7 

15 The j joy I knew when Celia tun'd the lyre ; 

5 O! deign theſe manſions, with thy ſight, to grace, 
And with new life 1 languid boſom fire. 
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An EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of Lady 
Jaxe GREY; ſpoken by the young Lady 
who had acted the Part of Lady Jane. 


| Nough my friends, of ſerious ſtuff, ſay I; 
Aren't we met here to laugb, as well as cry 2 

1 hated crying, when I was at ſchool ; | | 
For, then, too oft I wept, corrected fool! 
J hate it Noto, for mortals it makes ſad, 
And none would 7 ſee grave, but men quite bad. 
To ſuch diſplay black ſcenes of guilt and woe ; 
Their ſouls may ſtart, and tears of ſorrow flow + 
Remorſe may ſeize them, for their actions paſt, 
When they behold,—vice puniſh'd at the laſt; 
Oc when, as now, in tragedy they ſee 
Not god-like virtue from misfortune free, 
They'll think on death, whererecompence ſhall come: 
To ſuff'ring goodneſs, for it's earthly doom: 
They'll think on "SEE that we're told await 


C 


The proſp'rous ſinner, in ſome future ſtate, 


Let 


| _ : _- 
Let fuch think ſerious ;—bur for us, good folks ! 1 
Let us be gay, and (if we can) crack jokes. | 
We'll ſay each woman, in this iron age, 
Would bend her mind to poke i in Plato? s page; 
Would, for her huſband, quit a gambling life ; 
Nay more,—forgoe dear matrimonial firife | 
And, like Fane Grey, that each our female youth 
Would cleave to Goſpel, and would die for truth, 


But here I'm ſtopt, —by one of your dull fables ; ' 


The man and beaſt ; ; —< Sweet madam! turn the 


tables.“ | 


Well, then, to pleaſe ye, let me add, each ſwain 


Would love like Guilford ; for his ſpouſe be ſlain; 


Would kneel before her, while ſhe mourn'd the 
dead, 


Nor ſwear, ſhe was to freeze in Iceland made; 


Each would, like Pembroke, mildly yield the fair; 


Nor once attempt,—t' adorn the huſband's hair. 


In truth, my friends, ſuch worthies are not throng "I 


For tho' ſome bards, to ſwell their ſounding ſong, 
Do 


V 

Do quote them oft,—they are ſo very rare, 7 
To name a dozen, now, would make you ſtare 3 
But prieſts like Gard ner, ever at our back, 

Proud, ftrut in purple ;—gravely, ſtalk in black; 
In Britain, few; of foreign prieſts I ſpeak : 
£ TheSpaniard, Gaul, Swiſs, Roman, and the Greek ; | 
Yet even theſe, if brib'd with a nice dinner, 2 SM | | } | 
Will melt, relent, and pardon a weak ſinner. © — | 
Be kind, like them; andnot, like Gard'ner, proud, 
8 Stern, and unfeelingly as a ſtoic crowd: | 
Vu re brib'd from Rowe ; you've feaſted on his. 
play; | | 

F orgive the aukward waiters of the day; 


* on the laſs that ſery'd you up Fane Groy- 


Note. is there was no Farce after the Play, it was 
thought proper that the * ſhould be above the 
common n. 
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ſence, . n and N 8 | 


Mr. 8. of 1 equipt with bag-wig and 
| ſword, to diſguiſe his profeſſion, was gone on 


'D journey through F landers, and had promiſed | 


to write me his travels in doggtel verſe; which 
not appearing, I ſent the following letter to his 


houſe, to be pinned to his gown, or to be deli- 


vered to him at his return. 


From AMSTERD-AM, 


- M rev'rend Sir, I fit me down FI 
XT. indite epiſtle to your gown ; 


That gown which frighten'd men from evil, 


Like pope's. bulls, hell-fire, or the devil; 
Which (like a ſcare-crow, in a mead, | 
W hoſe rags ſhy birds that come to feed) 


Did keep your friends in diſtant awe, 


And made them think *twas death they ſaw, 
„„ 


1 9 ] 
Tin, well acquainted with your viſage, 


They knew, from thence, 2 harmleſs * 
O robe ] now hung up and forſaken, 
As 'n chimney corner, ham or bacon; 
Abandon'd by th' ungrateful lord, 
For ſpruce tie- wig and bully ſword; 
Accept theſe lines, and give a place, 

To what, before thy maſter's face :-* 
| Dare ſcarce appear, in guiſe of verſe, 
Unleſs as fodder for his —— 
And, ſure, no paper's brought from China 
More fit. for ſhrine of Cloacina. 1 
Condole with me the loſs of paſtor, 
And to thyſelf a worthy maſter; 
No ſwarthy collier ver dug coal-pit, 
With greater ſtrength, than he beat * 
No cobler &er did mend old boots 
With nicer ſkill, than he made notes ; 
No tinker better mended kettle | 
Y han he moſt knotty points did * ; 
C 2 


And 


1 } 


And when an argument he had, | . | oo 
| Which ſome weak people would call bad, EC 2 A 
He could ſo twiſt around his ſubject, 5 e ol 
That few could tell his real object. „ 1 
Juſt ſo French cook beguiles your palate, / 
With ſome nice diſh of * what d'ye call it; - 
Perhaps the ſole of an old-ſhoe, 1 

( 


| With onions ſtrong, to hide worſe ſmell ; 


But where alas ! is now this paſtor ? 


Bak'd in a paſte of fineſt dough ; 
Firſt pepper'd, haſh'd, and mixed well 


Then oil and vinegar at pleaſure, 
And ſalt, thrown in, to fill the meaſure; 
With ſuch ingredients, who could know 


A mutton-chop from an old ſhoe ?— 


I dread he's met with ſome diſaſter : 


He promis d faithfully to write, 
And all his ſtory to recite ? . . : 


His trav'ls to this town and thro” that, 
With all appurt'nance of chit-chat, 5 
Theſe 


_— 


2 7 ” 
© 3A % ak . 
” * ö * hb I * wu 
* . — : S 5 
TY | ; . p a 
E „EE 5 * — 
. [ 2 „ ——— — — 2 — . n „ 3 FI 
o = — 4 M * — 4 2 * »” 4087 hs . 
* a , — — ” & * , * s 
* 1 3 3 FRY n 8 x G2 „ 1 y ; 4 > £ 2 1 a, + 
. * 2 3 7 * . ER . 6 TY. 
a. 4 6 23 833 RT . r "FE 4 


. 2 2 8 
2E. "ID . 
1 . oY 

8 TER RT 


1 H SS 3 << > has 1 
ro * V9 Be 25 er, OF rn "INE VS 
5 * . 8 2 PT ” 


[ 21 "F 

'Theſe eight long days have I expetied; 
And {till th epiſtle is protracted. 
Fam „ thou art but a letter, * 
If thou forget'ſ this promis d letter — 

A mere d; enter from thy word; 

| Gueus by ev'ry popiſh record,— 

Now could I'write, and much relate | 

Of m y own travels thro* his + ſtate is 
Of houſes t, floating upon water; | E 
And /hips, that fail on ſolid matter; 

Of 'men, who *cauſe the women wear 

One pair of breeches (thro' chaſte fear,). 
Muſt needs wear 6 ſhew their genders, 


And be, to maſter-ſhip, pretenders.— 


* Name for a Proteſtant. 

+ Holland. 

I On ſome parts of the coaſt of Holland, the houſes and 
trees appear to the ſight before any land is ſeen, and ſeem 
to the eye to float upon the water. And in the inland na- 
vigation of the country, many of the rivers are banked up 

ſo high, that, when you are but a few paces from them, 
you can ſee nothing of the water for the bank or dyke, 0 on 
which the veſſels appear to be failing, 


24 1 But 


But this I drop ;—thou'ſt no pretence ' 


To my reſpect or reverence. 


(Theſe, now, to th* owner of the cloak; 


Whoſe bile J fear will make bim choak,). 


For not one ſyllable, or word, 
Haſt thou addreſs'd me; nor have heard, 


| To any thou haft wrote epiſtle, 


Spoken, ſung, or giy'n a whiſtle; 
Since I laſt took thee by the fiſt, 


And pray'd thy travels might be dle | 


Beſides, if I were willing to it, 


And choſe to write, could I now do it? 


No, no,,—alas | when mufe grows heavy, 


I could not rhyme, if *twere to ſave ye; 


And well thou know'ſt, ſhe's not, per farce, 


To move or trot, like reſtive horſe ; 


She will jog on her own flow ſtride; 
Then, poet, he content to ride 


For if thou mean in haſte to drive, 


Thy verſe, for ſure, will never thrive ; | 


When 


* 


6 
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When firſt thou uſeſt ſpur or whip, , a 
| The ſorry jade will make a tripß fn 
Or throw thee off with haſty flirt. 


And drag poor poet thro* the dirt. 
x Ha have I _ on Portſmouthꝰs duſty road, 


The beait, if . could go a i "my 


* 


Altho' by age unfit to run a race. 

His head ſtill ſwimming with the ſhip-board terms, 

| « All hands aloft ie Jack ;—then wields his 
| Arnie; ” 

Laſhes his whip, and kicks with armed heels ; 

The jade, more ſtubborn as the more the feels, 

Still ſtands, reſoly* d and what can poor Jack do; 


. 6 More fail I carry, ſwifter ſhall I go.” 


* Since this was written, I have found a ſimile equally 
ſublime, of a city-apprentice on horſeback, in the very 
laughable and entertaining Poem of Rodondo ; but as my 
Epiſtle was written before the publication of that Poem, I 
think it but juſtice to the author to declare he had never 
ſeen my manuſcript. 
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He mutters then; and kicks with doubled ſpeed; 
The creature's ſides now firſt begin to bleed; 
Provok'd ſhe feels the ſpur's inglorious ſmart, $ 
And each mean laſh, that pierceth to her heart; 
She bends her neck, ſhe throws her rump on high; 
Lo! in the duſt, fee ſon of Neptune lie | 


Te 


\ 


1 as 1 


To an unknown Lad y, who had honoured 


me with ſome attention at a public Muſical 
Entertainment. | 


Heav'n, * 
Thy lovely look recall'd me to the earth ; 
But why ſuch beauty to a mortal giv'n, 
Since all muſt fade that here below has birth ? 


| That timely thought repreſt the melting flame 
Which, in my glowing breaſt, began to riſe ; 

J ſought not thy abode, nor aſk'd thy name, 
Left virtue dwelt not with thoſe ſe ſparkling eyes. 


The 1 half: ſung, I fled —1 ed thy charms ; 
For well I knew the evils that attend 
The fond embraces of the wanton's arms, 


And where her vows and proteſtations end, 


Yet ſadder woe awaits the tender youth, 


That burns with wiſhes for ſome virtuous maid, 
Who, 


\ V THEN Handell's notes my "Pup rais'd to 


” 
mw 


* 
4 . 
* * 
0 1 ws os. 
4 2 0 3 KEY 
7 r * n e 53 
4 * rr . 8 1 * rr I © / 
3 gd A . "6 bi 
tA » n . 
— . 1 2 2 33 * 
| » % a "= 


f 26 ] 


Who, foe to falſehood and a friend to truth, 
Denies her hand where vows are not repaid. : 
Then learn, my fair, if cer again we meet, 2. 
The reaſon thy bright preſence I forego : 
My heart Pl keep in peaceful quiet ſeat, 
Unleſs the object of -it's love I know. 


\ 
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To Miſs - — afrerwards. my ; Wife. 


| Sed vetuere Patres quod non botuere vetare. 


H f wretched i is the youth that nes, : | | 

"Yet trembles to declare | 

'The flame, which his ſoft N moves, 
To his beloved fair; 


Who, to an opulent eſtate | 
| | | | | 
And title, is not born; | * | ; 


Expos'd to th' evil ſtrokes of fate, Ry | | 


3 
DO 
* 


And to proud mortal's ſcorn— . 


. 
* 


Curs'd fate ! that gav'ſt to me the light, 
But ſadly to behold 
Daphne, of form moſt heav'nly bright, 5 | 


For riches to be fold. = | | 


Such beauty, innocence, and wit, | a 


By pow'r divine was giv'n; = 
. 5 Thro 


| 
| 
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Thro' her, prevailing wiſdom's light, 


Refulgent ſhines from A n. 


And, ah ! muſt thoſe perfoltions crown 
The man that has moſt ore; - 
Were he, by birth obſcure, a clown, 


Or born on Afric's ſhore ? 


Yes, wretch thy cruel lot bemoan ; 
Daphne can ne'er be thine :— 
' Unpitied, art thou doom'd to groan 


Before love's ſacred ſhrine.— 


Thy low eſtate doth not ſuffice 
To calm a parent's fear ; 

Nor haſt thou drawn, from her bright eyes, 
One ſympathetick tear. 


Yet honours, nor the pomp of ſtate, 
(Wealth would infipid prove) #7 
Nor other joys do I regret » 


Alone my charmer's love. 


| T hen 


$a — uy” "TP 
1 F 
E 


4 2 3 3 
333 * * 2 n 
** < 4 1 HD 8 . 1 — 
a . inde ke 14 Ane n 
: ” vr" hy r 2 | 14s Pt 
- 2 : CIS" 2 
e Pol LIFE 


| The 


1 29. ] 


Then change, ye gods! my . s heart, 
Avert her dreaded i _ 
And to her melting breaſt impart 
Love's ſoft extatick fire! 
8 No, no, y immortal pow'rs of truth, 
Heed not my thoughtleſs pray'r ; 
Why do'ſt thou aſk, et: youth! 


The mis ry of thy fair Po 2 


Cold as the froſt in winter's morn, 


May Daphne ever prove; 


And, with fond heart, make no return 


0 r 4 re 2 — 


To * ſtill conſtant love; 3 > Ei 


Since parent s will decrees our doom 


United ne'er to be, 


Let me, deſpairing, fill the tomb, 
And ſole geplored be. 4 | | 


15 


„„ 2-P 1 STR 8 
To my Brother WILLIAM. 

I 

\ 7 ILLIAM, 3 while I relate ” 
Of lady's cap th* unlucky fate ; | | ] 

And if, when I have done my tale, 5 | 8 
It pleaſe you not, pray do not rail N : 1 


Many a witty thing is ſaid, 

That ſuits not well to ev'ry head ; 

As a peculiar gift from Hea'vn, 

| To ſome to argue, it is giv'n ; 

T” others, alone to judge aright, 
Without the pow'r to ſpeak, or write. 
Now, ſhould my tale, nerchance, prove dry, | 
Your judgement, ſure, muſt be awry : 
For poet, of my learned merit, 

Hath at command both wit and ſpirit ; 
And needs but thrice to hem or cough, 


' To give you, ſtrait, ſome logic tough ; 


Some 
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Some prolix write, in myſtic lore; 

Such us man never wrote before. 

As yet, the univerſal gloom. 

Had not o'er-ſpread the weaver's loom 25 
And mill'ner ſad, with real moan, 

Did not lament the demis'd crown, 
When, in her ſhop, hung and adorn'd 
With all that faſhion's whim e' er form'd, 
Sophy, one day, ſupinely ſat; 

Her eyes fix'd, ſtaring, on her cat, 
Which, ſnoring, on the hearth, lay by'r, 
Enjoying both good bed and fire; 

Her mind (dame fortune's conſtant votary) 
Was deep immers'd i in wheel of lottery ; 3 
And while thus rapt in pleaſing hope, 
Sudden the glazen- gate did ope; 

Quick Sophy turn'd her head and view d.— 


Not here a beau, coquet, or prude, 


* At the death of his late majeſty. 


Demand- 


** 
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Demanding gloves or ſilken ware, 


But lo! a ſturdy drunken tar, 


Who ſlow approach'd the counter-table, 


Steering his courſe as he was able; | 


"2 & not ſo ſteddy but did tack, 


And ſhew alternate, face and back. 
The lady ſtarted at the ſight | 


And ghaſtly ftar'd — as well ſhe Agb; T4 


Such a diſguiſe, (and that t'adorn) 


Never appear'd on human form — 


A hat he wore, that once was lac'd, 


But now with pitch and tar diſgrac'd ; 


A lank-hair, French-prize wig, he wore, 


With top behind and tail before; * 
Which tail, at each reſponſive nod, 


Did ſhake and wag, like magic rod. 


His noſe did many a blow ſuſtain ; 


Altho' *twas made of ſtronger fuſtian 


Than Frenchman's hair, or rotten ſilk, 


It was half-beat to butter-milk. 


Beneath 


* 

Beneath this wig appear d a phiz, | 

Which you'ld have ſworn was none of his; 

90 ſwell'd. with gin, with beef ſo full, 

It liken'd more to head of bull. 

His garb was ſuch as ſailors wear: 

Once *twas new,—but, now, quite threadbare; 
Pet not ſo old, nor tarr'd, tis erik 
But you'ld perceive it had been blue ; 
It's preſent hue, (not to reveal,) 
Jack did moſt artfully enen, 


Under the veil of cleaner trowſers, 


Wrapt, with care, about his ſhoulders; 
His head came peeping out above, 

Like Spaniard's thruſt thro buſhy ruff ; 
In's hand, accuſtom'd to the oar, 

A truſty oaken plant he bore ; | 

For being us'd to weild his arm, 

He might have done ſome deadly harm; 


Was not he fore'd to prop his body, 


Tottering under load of * Toddy. - 


* A Sailor's drink of rum and water. | 
oo 3 He 
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He nickup'd thrice Vas oft eſſay'd 


The human voice, — when thus he bray'd = 
„While yet my purſe is full of pay, 
„Give me a handkerchief—(I pray) 
Of colour fine, blue, white and red, 

00 And ſilk, too, Madam, every thread.” 
Nov Sophy ſtraight obey'd his orders, 

And one produc'd with curious borders; 35 

** Ay l this will do,” —He then apply'd it 
Unto his neck, where round he ty'd "Hp, 
A Lys cap next ſtruck his eyes, 
Which ſeem'd to him moſt worthy prize; 
0 Give me that cap, — Pray try it on; 
Tho' Sophy gaz'd ;—it muſt be done ; 
Queres, indeed; ſhe durſt not aſk ; 

For *tis as difficult a taſk, | 

To get ſound reaſon ſrom a drunkard, 

As to ſip drink from empty tankard ; 

His hat thrown down, and wig adjuſted, 


Shew'd plain he did not make a jeſt o t; 


The 
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The cap was try'd ,—but prov'd too right; ; 
This readily was ſet to right, 
With ribbons ty'd in bulky nooſe, 
His chin beneath, whence they flow'd looſe, | 
In various dye, down 10 lis waits 5 
Like flying pennant from the maſt. | 
Dear Soph ! I &er allow'd thy merit; 
Thou doft excel in public ſpirit ; * 
An hundred actions, could I name, 
Whereby thou gain'ſt immortal fame; 
But thus t'aſſiſt a helpleſs tar, 
Out: does thy former deeds by far ! 
Sum thoſe now up in one account, 
ce Saith Jack, and tell me the amount.” 
So much, quoth Sophy, and no more; 
| Quoth he, I ne'er bought caps before; — 
« ] truſt your word ;—they're cheap you ſay; 
« I have, howe'er, no caſh to pay; 
« My noble captain is at WiIII's *, 
6 His pockets lin'd with caſh and bills; 


* W1LL's Coffee-Houſe. 1 
51 And 
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« And there will pay upon demand, 
ce Whate'er of mine, he has in hand. 
40 Send you the maid, and ſhe'll receive it.” 
« T would, quoth Sed, as lief here have it.” 
4% And ' till I'm paid, you ſhall _ ſtir 
25 Without the door, — come pay. me, Sir.” 
6 Wonlan; quoth he, didſt think I'd cheat thee? 
« Tf thou wert man, for this I'd beat thee; 
by Whom, meſs-mate, doſt thou take me for ?” 
This ſaid, he fly approach'd the door ; 
Which op'd with haſte for quick retreat; 
At this, Soph, ſtarting from her ſeat, 2 
F ollow'd bim out, with loud reproaches ; 
In vain ; unheard for found of coaches: 
Twas dark; lamps only gave a glimm'ring light, 


And John evaded Sophy's eager ſight. 


Ts 
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To Miſs =, afterwards my Wife; writ- 
ten when I was in the North, and ſuppoſed. 
to be partly addreſſed to her Picture i in my 


Poſſeſſion. 


ow, in the vigour of thoſe youthful days, 


When o'er the heart great love * 


ſways; Ly 
When paſſions rule, and wiſdom bows their ſlave; 
Tender the mild, and furious are the brave; 
How can I ſee, and ſeeing, not adore, 
That heav'nly image of a beauteous ſtore ? 
O bleſs'd with all that's lovely in the fair | 
The next-fam'd nut-brown maid, beyond com- : 
pare, | 

Thy abſence mourning, and with care oppreſt, 
Let me a-new recall thee to my breaſt ; 
There deep engrave thy countenance ſerene, | 
Thy form ſeraphic, and thy virgin mien; 


D 3 Leſt 
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Left time * thoſe faint-drawn lines ſhould eber 
| _ eraſe, p 
Or Northern fair my yet · pure love debaſe : 
| Thro' all thy features god-like virtue's trac'd, 
While all with perfect ſymmetry are grac'd ; 
From hidden pow'r, thoſe eyes, their influence 
draw; ; 
With love inſpire and reverential awe 3 
Judgment and wit ſeem there to fix abode, 
And point to female ſway the unerring road; 
Nor magic pow'r of beauty ever fails, 
When ſoft perſuaſion in the eye prevails, 
Thy vivid bloom, and ſmoothed brow, e'er tell 
The peace and calm which in thy boſom dwell ; 
Vet have I ſeen that boſom ſwell and fall, 
(Unyeil'd by kindly cuſtom of the ball,) : 
But *twas with care to pleaſe a virgin mate, 
Friendſhip to gain, or baniſh envious hate ; 
* Pointing to the Portrait, 5 


Curs'd 
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Curs'd paſſions, there, ne'er fell rebellion rais d, 
Nor guilty flame with ſadder fury blaz'd. 
Thoſe ſmiling lips, vermillion as the roſe ; 
As dew, their balm ! with gentle ſweetneſs cloſe ; 
Beſpeak the friendſhip of each gen'rous breaſt, 
Or guiltleſs, rob th' admirer of his reſt. 
Behold the treſſes on thy ſnowy neck, ; 
In ſportive locks, and curls encircling, break ! 
Theſe, emblematic, down thy ſhoulders, trace 
Thy native eaſe and unaffected grace. 
Why of that form the Graces ingly name ? 
All, all, within th? exalted mind proclaim 4 
Pronounce a ſoul peculiar gift of heavy n, 
(A juſt reward to pious culture giv'n !) 
And Joy celeſtial to the happy ſwain, 
Who, bleſs'd in love, thy yielding hand ſhall gain. 
Can I, Maria! then forget thy frame; 
The bliſs I feel on breathing of thy name; 
Forget thy virtues, and thy ſhape divine ; 
And, with falſe vows, for other * pine #\ 
D 4 = a 
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No, let me rather from this ſphere be hurl'd, 
Amidſt the ruins of a falling world; 
Accurs'd the fury of that furnace feel, 

' Whoſe damned flames all falſhood ſhall reveal; 
Or be my doom, — (O yet as dreaded fate ;) | 
Thy ſcorn, contempt, and full-avenging hate. 
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To Captain FRAZER, ſuperintending the 
Demolition of Dux x IR k; written from 
ANTWERP : in Anſwer to his kind Invita- 
tion to reviſit his houſe on my Return to 

FLANDERS. . | 2 


E' ER more to finger pen poetic, 
Expoſed to the laſh of critic, 
Full oft I've ſworn, and ſworn again, 
But ſtill the ſcribling itch retain. 
Thus far my Muſe runs ſmoothly on, 
And well ſhe may for be it known, 
Thoſe lines I once addreſs'd before 
T' a virgin then,,—tho' ſuch no more; 
Yet none of that politer ſort, 
Who fly in ſwarms about a court, 
Who for th' addition of ſome pounds 
Unto their jointure,—or ſome 2rounds ; 
With brazen and indiff rent face, 


Do give their bodies to th' embrace 
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Of pocky lord, or greaſy cit ; 

2 Unknown to them, love, ſenſe, and wit.— 
Now take not here my meaning wrong, 
And think 1 labour, in my ſong, 

To vent my anger, ſpleen, or ſpite, 

ö *Gainſt damſels, who did &er requite 

My ſupplications and my vows ' 


With ſtorming mouth, or knitted brows 3 ; 


| Far be ſuch thought nor need I mince its | 


Like Cæſar, who ne'er fought—ſed vincit, 
I ne 'er made love, but overcame z j 
But, not to boaſt, I thus nudes 5 
J ne' er was ſmit with lovely dame, 
But ſhe who now is bound for life, 
To be my miſtreſs and my wife. 
But what the dey'l next to give ye, 
That might divert, or ev'n grieve ye, 


As thus in dogg orel verſe I write, 


I know not farther to dice. 


Tris 
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*Tis too as hard to rhyme to Frazer, 
As ſhave\my beard with ruſty razor, 
Or find a word to Eleazer : - 
And for my other friend, ſweet Durnford ! , 
I ſwear I'll owe him a good turn for't ; 
If, when his name comes thwart my verſe, | 
He would, for me, one line rehearſe. 
E'er we proceed, twould now be better, 
To thank you kindly for your letter ; 
And for th' invitation giv'n, 
For which be your reward in heav'n : 
When friends ſincere their houſes ope, 
A gueſt moſt ſure they'll find Jack ; 
But when they treat with gaullic cheer, 
Enliven'd with ſtrong Britiſh beer, 
(To feed well, why need he go farther ?) 
They'll have ſhrewd John for conſſant boarder. 
As to your bribe of Flander's mare x, 5 
| For ſuch he'd give you not a hair: 


* Such another, perhaps, as our " * the Eighth 
| np of. 
Hollow 
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Hollow h her back picker rump not low _ 
Her rough mouth, hard; —her paces, ſlow ; 
Withal a belly,—like a globe; 
She'd tire the patience of a Job. | 

Then * Blood ſo long has rode nice Jack, 

He can't now bear to mount a hack. 

When + jettces, therefore, give you leiſure, ; 
Upon your mare to take your pleaſure; 
E'en take your gallop to the end, 

And ſpare her not for ſqueamiſn friend. 
Tho? oft long ſtrand on foot you go it, 
The ride will do you good; I know it; 

J could, with arguments plain ſhew it: 

£ Put well can Durnford fit a ſaddle, : 

( Note, here his name comes in the middle,) 
And well he can expound the matter, 

The more you ride, you'll ride the better, 


* The term the jockies give to a bigh bred horſe, | 
+ The demolition of the piers, or jettées, at Dunkirk. 


An 


R TM 
INTENDED FOR 


MICHAEL UT TELY, of Exorrzrp; 


Who having, by the Benefaction of Friends, 


purchaſed his Tombſtone, and laid it in 
the Church-yard of that Place, continues 
to pay a daily and ſolitary Viſit to the Spot 
of his future Abode. 


Nthinking N ſtop, and mark this 
ſtone; "Ns 
No darling ſon, no daughter, loſt, I moan ; 
No bones of a dead father, claim a tear; 
| No honour'd reliques of a monarch, here ; 
In this dark vault, his debt to nature paid, 
Michael, a poor, but honeſt man, is laid ; 


Michael ſtill liv'd when friendſhip laid this tone ; ; 


A Friend inſcribes it now,—a friend unknown, 
| Who 


„ 


| Who means, of all his worth, alone to tel] 


One goodly practice : cer by age he fell, 


Serenely ſad, he courted oft the dead, 
And, to his tomb, a daily viſit made, 
Ye great, ye proud, ye rich, ye poor, attend; 


This leſſon follow; —fearleſs view your end. 
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To Dr. Twomas H——, who had taken me 
to the Top of the Houſe where he lodged 
in Pall-Mall, to ſhew me an Obſervatory 

or Cloſer, the Situation of which he was 
pare fond of. 


RIEND H—— one day ſhew'd me a garret, 


From whence he you's (hould God but 


ſpare it,) 
And ſhould no impious devil marr it; 
| He'd write both Hiſtory and Phyſic, 
That would, for his meaning make ye ſcek ; 


And rhymes compoſe, would give the phthyſic. 


How with man's will does fortune ſport | 
This garret, Join 'd ro George” 8 court, 


Lay as a ſhip i in ſight of port. 


F end H attended now the great ; 
Courted each miniſter of ſtate ; 


Forgot his friends of ancient date. 


But 


B 
But had, perchance, his high abode, 


Lain ſomewhat nearer Grubſtreet road. 


He had not follow 'd courtiers mode. 


He'd thought of patrons to be bought ; 


Of diſtant country- friends he'd thought; 


Would have eſteem, by court'ſy, bought. 


H, cer too late, now think on John; 
On Mary, with her new- born ſon ; 


And, what we wiſh, leave not undone, 


But not to take us on a ſudden, © 


(For, ev'ry day there's not a good one z) 
At Sunday's dinner, is the pudding; 
Inform-us, (if fo low you'll ſtoop,) 


At Hornſey, when you'll eat your ſoupe, 
With us a poor, but hepeful groupe. 
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ASS not, proud mortils! chus unmindful by 1 


Here mouldets one, who never told a a lie; ; 
Who ne er detracted from another's fame; 

Nor &er, by ſcandal, brought a man to > Thame 3 
In life's uneven path contented trod; © - | 
Curs'd not his neighbour, nor blaſphem'd his God; 
To converſe private gave no lifning ear; 

Nor was, one flander, ever known to heat 3 
Who, ſilent to his friends as to his foes,” 

His maſter's ſecrets never would diſcloſe ; 

But faithful, ſober, pious, good, and juſt, 

Serv'd him obedient, and fulfilFd his truſt; 


More virtuous, none, in boaſtf ul Greece or Rome q 


More great there were, —for deaf he was and 
| dumb. 


EPITHALA MIJUM 
To the Eanr of SUTHERLAND. 


; G. haſte ou, Cypid, to > your ward, 
Said Venus to her darling ſon; fy 

Your ſpi pies augment, encreaſe her guard, 

| Or Chloe is to-night undone.— 


A ſon of Mars aſſails her heart; 

(The God forewarn'd me of the perl, 

| He ſtole your bow and keeneſt dart; 
You'll know the cheat; he 1 is an carl, 


Swift Cupid flew, with rage and grief, 
| To lovely Chloe's bleſt abode; 

Sure there to find this arrant thief, 
Who boldly dar'd to rob a God. | 
His aid, alas ! arriv'd too late; 
Long ere the wanton God left Heav'i n, 
(Thus had ordain'd more potent fate), - 


The cruel deadly wound WAS giv'n.— 


* 
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And ſtrait to Hymen' 8 temple fled. 


Tom * 
No more the bow diſturbꝰd nis thought, | 


Since Cloe's heaving boſom bled * 


The exulting thief he left unſought, | 


v4 < 


As thro? the crowd he preſs'd his way, 
Big tears of ſorrow in his eye, 


Hymen, eber pleas' d on ritual day, | 
Thus beſpoke his welcome votr'y. 


H. O thou, who rut the hearts of man? 


Bringꝰſt them by thouſands to my ſhrine, 


If aught that by my power I can, 


I, ſure, derive it all from thine, | 


Whate'er now brings thee to my throne; —- 


| (I liſten with obedient ear,) 


Good to reward, or puniſh wrong, 
Shall be perform'd Va. will declare.— 


C. Thad a charge, O Hymen fair, 
F aireſt indeed of woman kind! 


E 2 : Whoſe 
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Whoſe liberty was all my care, 
Ne'er with thy pond” rous chain to bind. 


A youth, preſuriptuous ſhrewd, and bold, 
Has ſtol'n my arrows and my bow; 
<« Cupid's unarm'd”, ſhall it be told? 
Alas ! where is my godhead now? = 


The traitor pierc'd my Chloe's heart is 
(She yields to his ſeducing tongue ;) 
And lo! *fore thee, with cunning art, 


He offers to repair the wrong! 


But, anxious ſtill for Chloe's bliſs, 

At thy ſhrine, great power ! I bow :t== 
In heav'nly hope the pair diſmiſs ; 
And grant, oh! grant, their mutual vow ! 


May ev'ry bliſs upon them wait, 
That fond endearing love can give ; 
And may their paſſion ne'er abate, 


While each can ſoftning joy receive! 


* * 


Thus 


7 


BY 

Thus Cupid ſ pake ;—young Hymen bow'd, 

And gave a kind complacent ſmile 8 

„The little God, exulting loud, 

Joyous return'd to Paphos eyes 
# Variation on the above. 


Yet none ſhould of bis ſmiles be proud, 
For Hymen oft is full of guile.— 


* * 


NORTHERN PASTO RAL, 


On the Death of the Earl and Countef of 
SUEMSRLAND: | fy 


| Addreſs'd to the Reverend Mr. ANDREW a 
Ros s, at whoſe Academy, at Enfield, the late 
| Earl and the Author of this Paſtoral paſs'd ſome | 


years, very happily, together. 


* 


Fortunati be | fi quid 1 mea Carmina poſſuat, 


- Nals cy unquam memori vos eximet 2vo. 
, 8 VIRCS. EN. Lib. IX. 


\HE ſun was ſunk beneath the * walkin hill; 
F all n was the breeze; the chilling ev ning, 
| ſtill; 
| Serene the ſky ;—like feather'd robin's breaſt | 
Red glow'd the weſt, tho? duſky was the caſt ; 
The ſeaſon is ſuppoſed to be the Autumnal Equinox; 


— 


But 
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But he, ſweet robin! and the warbling throng 
Were ſilent all, and huſſi d was ev'ry ſong +. 
No leaf now ruſtled on the talleſt tree; 

No fly was ſeen ; nor heard the humming bet} 
But ſtill a murmur, from the neighb'ring ſhore, 
Diſturb'd the ear with low-reſounding roar ;* 


Tho! calm the wind, the waves yet heav'd on hi gh, 


And, with their foaming, 5 the ſhepherd's 
; _ 1 

Their foam alone was to the viſion free, 

For hazy twilight blended ſky and ſea; 

But, when the ſun ſhone bright upon the tide, 


Blue feem'd the billows from the mountain's fide 4 


The azure ſky reflected, then, was ſeen, 
And, as if ice, obfcur'd the ocean's green; 


4 The rodin dt pre ſome few other birds are 
| then heard to warble their evening ſongs, 


* As the moſt beautiful landſkips, in the north, are in 


the neighbourhood of the ſea, the author will be forgiven 


for giving a peep of it in his paſtoral. 


E 4 Save 
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Save on that ſpot, direct beneath the ſun, 


Where danc'd the Waves with dazling beams ober- | 


run. 


The buzzing beetle, wing'd now with his ſhield, 


Through dewy vapour, ſkim'd along the field; 
And here and there, regardleſs of his flight, 

Or giddy grown, or dim'd by ſpeed, his ſight, 
His body ſtruck, and flop his ſwift career 
Againſt the horſe, who ſhook his tickled ear ; 17 


And, fretting, ſtamp d; Gon, ſnorting, ſhow d 5 


his fear; 0 | 
Or *gainſt the ſheep, Arbe thus his reſt, 
As, on his fleece, he, ſoft · reclining preſs d ; 
| The frightn'd ſheep ſtarts up, with haſty bound; "1 
His wak'ning mates, all wond” ring, roſe around; 
Then as a hoſt, with daſtard panick ſtruck, 


Within the * fold ran, ſcard, the num'rous flock, 


9 The folds in | the north a are large enough to admit of | 


fach a race. 
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The oxen, looſen d from the ele- od plough; 


Cropt their green food beſide the favour* d cow; 7 
The cow, indulg'd, becauſe to man ſhe yields, 


In milky ſtore, the paſture of his fields, 
Was, by Corinna, guided to the mead, 


And left to wander where ſhe liſt to feed 3 


When old Menalcas, wearied with the day, 


Sat by his fire, and doz'd the hours away, 

Young Colin, wont to practiſe to his ſheep, 
Play'd on his pipe, and lull'd his ſire aſleep ; 
Whilſt fair Corinna deck'd the ſcanty board, 
And ſpread ſuch fare as cottagers afford * 


Then, all impatient, from the neighbꝰ ring town, 


Awaits gay Damon with her new-made gown. 
But good Menalcas, in his ancient chair, 


Repos'd not long his mind from worldly e care; 


For ſoon he ftarted in his ſleep, and cried, 
With voice of horror: See! how ſwift they 


_ glide, | 
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With that he breath'd, and cave; a e 4 
Goh. | | | 
Colin, appall d, his pipe i on the floor, : 


Then Shaſtiy ſtar'd, and ſhun'd the half-ſhut door. 


The ſcar d Corinna, trembling, totter'd near, 


And ſought, in light, a vain relief from fear. 


| Menalcas woke: 


MEN ALC As. 

My children, did you ſee 
Two ſpectres paſs ?—but, fool | it cannot be; 
It was a viſion fear'd me, in my uream; 1 
And what I thought I ſaw, did only ſeem. 

Co LIN. 
Nought have we ſeen ; but r grant, ye pow'rs, who 
know, 


No ills may fill our father's houſe with woe ; 


| F or when, laſt night, I led my ſheep to fold, 
Stiff ſtood my dog, as chill'd wn froſt and cold ; 


I cala 
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I calbd him to me ; —foreward ſtill. he ſtard 
Stopt was my flock, and ſeem'd at — 
\ ſcar'd; 


I gaz'd around; but . did I ſee; 
And know not, to this hour, what could it be. 


| CoRINNA. 

Q father ! hear what I have to relate 3 

My blood ran cold at what I ſaw of late ; 

I told it not ; cauſe, when of ghoſts I ſpeak, 

You gravely chide me, for a mind fo weak : 

As, late laſt night, I left our neighbour's door, 
And croſs'd the yard * thick-ſtock'd with all your 

ſtore, 

Pale ſhone the moon, and awful ! to my ſight 

Expos d a figure, or a ſtalking ſpright; 

I ſtood aghaſt ; when, lo another came, 

In white _—, . and in ſhape, the ſame ; 


„The monopolizing of farms being not yet ſo general 
in the North- Country, as it is in the South, it is no un- 
common thing, in Scotland, to ſee a 1 poſſeſs d of a 
my comfortable n md. 


It 
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It Iook'd around; and, with a wond'ring ait, 


A geſture made expreſſive of deſpair; 


It paus'd and liſten'd ; ſudden, looking back, 
It view'd it's mate turn round the wheaten ack ; - 2 


But, &er it's mate llow-glided from my ſight, 


It lop'd and beckon'd to its ſiſter ſpright z = 


With ſolemn ſtep the ſecond follow'd near, 
And wrung it's hands and wip'd a falling tear. 


1 Ha Damon comes 35 my brother, welcome home , 5 


* 
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But why ſo ſad ! and why that diſmal gloom? _ 
Why on that front, ſo ſmooth of late! a frown ? 
Is pie. ball dead? or have you loſt * gown ? 


DAMO N. 


Alas } my ſiſter, what I have to mourn 


Exceeds all loſſes you or I have borne ; 


| The cauſe of ſorrow, which you read ſo well, 
| Exceeds your gueſs ; exceeds my pow'rs to tell ;=— — 
The high and low, of ev'ry rank, in town, 


"Their death deplore, and mourn with looks caſt» 


down — 


Our 


: e e Ar are * | * rey 


1 6 1 
Our chieftain's dead ;— but, firſt, his gentle mate 
Fled to the ſkies, reſoly'd to ſhare his fate, 

8 ; Corinn A. 
Fidelia dead! my lov'd, my honour'd friend! 
Then, farewell. peace z——contentment's at an ond, 
My friend ſhe was: ſhe gave me e' er that name, 
| As to our cot, with gifts, ſhe daily came; 
Vet not with theſe Corinna's love ſhe won; ; 
With female counſels, with her ſmiles alone. 
When oft, at eve, I fed my feather'd flock, 
She by me ſat and held her little /bock 3 
Reprov'd him, gently, if he dar'd to bark ; 
Each rareſt chicken, by it's curious mark, 
She told me next ; then, from my wooden bow! 
| A handful took, to feed her fav'rite fowl ; 
Even ſuch ſmall gifts denote a generous ſoul, 

Cb 

Fidelia gain'd my rev'rence and eſteem ; 


So ſweet her voice! ſo mild her eyes did beam |! 


She 


t 6. I 


"She footh'd m my muſick, when ſhe liſten'd near: 

My pipe was louder, and it's notes more clear. 

Then, how ſhe ſmil'd ! when oft mo” 1 

ſtray'd, | 

And ſkip'd around her, as they wanton play'a, 

Of her ſoft ſtep, nor waddling ſhock, afraid. 

But hes lov'd lord for him a tear muſt flow 1 | 

| Courage forgives ſuch weakneſs in our woe; 

Courage, ere, it's own misfortune bears, 

Tho' for a friend it ſhed ſome trickling tears. 

Beneath my woe my mind, alas ! muſt bend : 
I've loſt a chieftain, and a noble friend ; 

A ———_ fire —he promis d ſo to be, 

If you, 1 my father, luckleſs, died fore me. 

When Conflance led his men to Britain's war, 

I too, tho' young, his ſtandard follow'd far; 

Peace bleſs'd our iſle ere we had ſeen a foe ; 

The band diſmiſs'd ,—home tides of ſhepherds 


flow ! 


Con- 
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 Oinflance in . as in judgment, ripe, 


Call'd as I went.— — Here, Colin, take this pipe; 


60 With notes melodious cheer our native ſhore, | 


6 And glad your foul, when I ſhall be no o more,” 


Damovw. 
That pledge, dear Colin, of our chieftain” 8 love 
Muſt now your paſtime and our comfort prove. 
Sound-it aloft, while I forget my grief, 
And in its muſick ſeek a ſhort relief. 
O ſtun the horrid bil lows of that ſhore, 
That ſink my ſpirit with their hollow roar ; 
All notes, now funding 1 in a ſolemn tone, 


Awake my woe, and move me but to moan ; 


That roar was wont to glad our mountain's ſide, 


But, now, more grateful is the ebbing tide; 

When loud the ſurge in waves came rolling in, 

Large gifts it floated * for our ſoil ſo thin; 
„The ſea · weeds, which the tide throws upon the ſhore, 


afford the farmers, along the coaſt, a rich manure for their 
land. 42 : 


But 
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| But could i it ws and e er at bd roar, 


I'd ſhun the ids no ſea- weed gather more. 


5 


MENYAILC AS +. 


Vour grief, my children, I, too well, approve ; 


Tho' much to grieve arraigns the God above; 
Vet, when, in duſt, a long-lov'd friend is laid, 
By ſudden impulſe nature's right obey'd, 
A tear will ſtart ; the firmeſt ſoul will feel ; 


Each heart muſt bleed, that is not hard as ſteel. 
They're gone; by heav'n's high will they ſped; 


Juſt is that doom by which they, dying, bled. 
But dry your tears ; we're not of hope bereft ; 5 
A child they had, an infant they have left ; 


That helpleſs orphan now demands our care, 


Demands the love we to each other bear ; ; 


The parents dead, be all the joy we have 
To ſave the daughter from a greedy grave; 


; + The critics will be pleaſed to remember that theſe are 
Preſbyterian ſhepherds, and conſequently they may be 
allow ed to moralize a little, 


— 


Our 
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Our paſt regard, for them, we beſt ſhall prove, 
＋ heir infant tending with our fondeſt love. 
Corinna ! you, (for now the winds blow cold,) 
Shall work a cloak, her tender limbs t infold k | 
With flowing ſtream, from fulleſt adder preſt 
Of fav'rite ewe, ſupply the mother's breaſt ; 
Soon as, with ſhouts and far-reſounding horn, 
The jolly huntſmen hail the ruddy. morn, 
| (Your daily gift ſupporting on your head,) 
With cautious ſtep to vonder city was}... 
And you, my ſons ! each day you trudge to 
| town, DL | 
Soft lamb-wool carry; healthier far than down!) 
Be that her bed, with that her cradle line; 
8 A healthful bed exceeds a golden mine.— 
Cull ial at morn, the wholeſome herbs, that 
1 1 
Where feeds your flock upon the mountain's 


brow ; 
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You'll next, with theſe, a pleaſant liquor brew, 


And give our ward to fip,— * inſtead of rue.— 


Be mine the taſk, as at the hearth I lit, 
The ten nittrens, for ber arms, to knit 4 ; 
Or, if you'll ſtrip ſome willow-twigs, with care, 
J'Il work a cradle and a wicker- chair 
Pleas'd with the thought, the old man yore 1 
bound, | : 
And with his ſtaff, noted; ſtruck the nd ; 
With that he cheer'd his children to their meal ; 
Then Kkneet'd to God to bleſs the common-weal, 
To bleſs the orphan, and their board to bleſs 3 
And pray'd Yavert, in grief or joy, exceſs. 

* Some nurſes are very fond of giving their children rue, 
ſuppoſing thatit will deſtroy the worms ; but as, in reality, 
it has no ſuch effect, (ſo far, at leaſt, as can be perceived 
by putting a worm into ſome juice of rue); the author 


would fain recommend ſomething more palatable to be 
given to the little-ones; that their features may not be- 


| come diſtorted, by their being taught ſo early to make 
E 1 wry-faces. | 

+ Knitting is a common employment among the wp” 
| kerds in Scotland. 


VERSES 


567 1 


V E-- R 


* rom R — — EG. accompanying 
the Notes of a new NMinuet. 


ITHOUr the knowledge of one note, 


1 copied o'er this tune by rote, 


And puzzled hard to mark each dot. 


But all my labour is well meant: 
To pleaſe my friend is my intent, 


And paſs a leiſure hour in Kent. 


If from a hand, not over {kill'd, 


My foul was all with rapture fil'd ; 


Had H but play d, each nerve had thrill'd, 


Such extaſy your friends 3 


Nor tarry long, leſt they ſuſpect 


The cheering fidler of neglect.— 


F 2 -2 


* 


. r 1h Ae er bee Cot, ' 
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Let Stanley's notes have juſtice now ; 
; * | Fj 4 Px, 2 }. a 
Inſpire them with your eafy bow; 


And your ſuperior talents ſhow : 


Then ſhall each nymph, with love inſpir'd, 
Admire that art, which firſt fair —— fir'd, 5 
Conſeſs her taſte divine, Who thus young — 


admir'd, 
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My Answex to the above. 
IN cool retreat of willow-hall, 
I fit me down to write this ſcrawl, 
To thank thee kindly for thy call. 
HFaſt thou one hour, thy wand' ring mind, 8 
To think on worthleſs me confin'd? 


J own indeed, twas wond'rous kind. 


An hour I ſhould n't ſay ; one moment 


! YE a BE 
EE en Yd ba 


Is all the time thou, ſure, haſt ſpent 

To write me news from diſlant Kent. 

I wiſh, dear Bob, I had thy wit; 

(But *tis denied to muddy cit,) 

My verſe would then be eaſier writ. 
My muſe, | half-choak'd with duſt of compter, 
Does want indeed an able prompter ; 


Thou lendſt a hand, on back to thump her. 


F 2 | *T was 


>, 


TJ 
s Twas friendly done ;—the bone's now out, 
That ſtuck within her throat ſo ſtout; 
But yet, alas — ſhe cannot ſpout. 


More us'd to Hudibraſtic tales, 
Her voice, in verſe heroic, fails; 
And aukward doggrel e er prevails ; 


In gratitude 1 praiſe, 
I've nought to. give but humble lays; 
No; not one ſingle ſprig of bays. 


For Stanley's notes, ſo heay” oly ſweet, 
Making two ſcrapes with both my feet, 
I'll kiſs thy hand, firſt time we meet.— 


After the above candid confeffion, the Editor will 
make no other excuſe for the rough, rumbling verſe of the 
following Piece, than that it was written abroad when the 

Author was very young, apd had ſcarcely read one En- 


8 Poet. 
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HERE, roaring boarſe _ briny tor» | 


rent's fwell'd, 
On Forth's rough banks, a rural ſage there dell d; 


High to the view, upon a verdant ſlope, 


L A garden, fraught with ev'ry ſcented flow'r, 


Shaded by groves, adorned with a bow'r, 


= (A heav'nly view 1) ſurrounding his retreat, 


Vied with the lawns and viſtas of the great. 


With joy he ſaw, the ſprouting plants around ; 


'The pines and oaks high waving o'er the ground, 
| ( By him firſt planted, with induſtrious toil 


And knowing hand protect th' adjacent ſoil. 


As when we ſee, in lonely quiet ſhed, 


A brooding ſwallow, from her clay-form'd bed, 
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Teach me, ye power s.! thoſe errors e'er to ſhun, 


And as I truſt, this life in peace to end, 
To Heav' n, o'er death triumphant, to aſcend, 


Let me to ſtormy paſſions ne'er give ſcope ; ; 


Thruft out hor little head, and ſeem ſecure. 

F rom all the ills that wood- land birds endure; 3 — 
Like peace our ſage i in his retirement found; 
Smiling contented, as he look'd around: 

Here let me reſt, he ſaid, from care and ſtrife, | 


And reap the pleaſures of domeſtic life; 


Free from ambition, vanity, and pride, 


Let me in calm * reſide * 


In which the proud and avaricious run „ 


Be this my dwelling, and my Seat of Hope ! 
The gods, propitious to his humble pray'r, 
Henceforth his days indulgent make their care; 
His ſpouſe tho' dead, as poets mournful write, 
A beauteous offspring fouriſh'd in his ſight; 


He rear'd them up in virtue's awful ſchool, 


And made religion their unerring rule. 
_ Obedient 


TY. 
Obedient to his precepts they attend; 
| They lov'd him as a father arid a friend: — | 
As years advanc'd their fondneſs ſtill encreas'd ; : 
Their ſire was happy when he ſaw them pleas'd. 
Nor to his children was his love confin'd ; | 
Benign he ſmil'd on all the human kind : | 
No weiryd traveller paſs'd our ſage's gate; 
5 His door preſented &er a welcome ſeat: 
The poor, refreſh'd, purſued the ſhort'ning miles, 
With thankful voice, and face of orateful ſmiles ; 
The rich, aſſur'd of healthful ruſtic cheer, 
Where ne'er did pomp or luxury appear, 
The houſe familiar enter'd, and were ſerv'd 
With kindly ente, for their repaſt er Som 
He heal'd the fick, the indigent reliev'd; 
Nor helpleſs orphan, poor, unaided griev'd. 
To rear his offspring, to relieve the poor, 
His friends to treat, requir'd a miſer's ſtore; 
This ponder'd well and in his mind revolv'd, 
T” abridge expence henceforward he reſoly'd. 
John 
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N 1 
John was diſmiſs' d, as eke an ambling ſteed ; 
And on the green two uſeful kine were fed: 
But one plain diſh his tables next afford, 

'T ho” ftill a friend was welcom'd to his n 

And when a friend appear d moſt welcome there, 
Kindneſs alone adorn'd the frugal fare. — 

The cup, replete with mental- clouding ale, 
Th intemperate bowl, and rich ſeducing meal, 

Fe ſcorn d to ſhare, nor would his hours delay 
With thoſe, who waſte in feſtive mirth the day; 
Nor, courtly-minded ſought he their regard, | 
By frequent viſit, complimental card. 

Or 5 board, that waſtes the bounteous 


Kore, | a | — 


Deſign'd by Heav'n to feed the hungry poor. 
By neighb'ring ſwains his undeſign'd neglect 
Was falſely call'd, the want of due reſpect; 


His love of calm retreat. — a mark of pride; 


Retirement ſery'd his nothingneſs to hide; 


1 1 While 


e 
« While he, proud fool, they ſaid, exalts  his- 
T head, 5 7 
40 Contemning us, 10 thinks he's YON nad; 
c And, like great Cæſar, whom ambition hurt'd 
c With hoſtile ſword t'ꝰ o'er-run the ancient world, 
| 4 Than Vcend, rather, in imperial Rome, 
«© The firft would be in abje& peaſant's home. 
„With head erect, and looks that mark diſdain, 
cc Thus, too, the flag oft treads the yielded plain z 
6c By force ſuperior awes his herded mates, 
« As luſt his fury and his pride creates ; | 
« But vain his pride z——ſoon impotence appears; 
6« Creſt- fall'n his neck — his comrade's 
ce fears lam 
3 luſt of pow T inſpires our 1 friend: 
«© Give him but pow'r, and he'll, then, conde- 
* ſcend; 


But that now wanting, our reſpect he craves 


hy By ſhy reſerve ; ; but 1 we're not born his ſlaves, 


« His 
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« His children? s care, was cruel ang auſtere 5 3 
86 His precepts rigid, and reproof ſevere ; $ -3 
c The poor's relief with open ſhew WAS ſtain'd ; ; 


40 Unheard the voice that privately complain'd. P 
Thus lander's mouth, which cank'rous envy. feeds, 


N Miſhap'd his thoughts, and blacken'd all. his deed. 


No name ſo fair but. ſlander will defame; 


| No man ſo good but ſhe can bring to 1 "I 


Hence learn, ye great of flander ſand | in awe, 


And fram my tale, this certain maxim draw : : 
Who hearkens ſolely to the will ſ upreme, 

And courts not, too, frail mortal man 's eſteem ; ; 
In vain does hope to liye, with honour, die; 


As ſhall his bones, his deeds, deem'd rotten, lie. 


. 


Written extempore in a Book call d the E x G= 
LIS H Connotss EUR, on finding i 
lying on a Chair between a "Tu O Cloak and 


Apron. 
Stamford July 25, 3766. 
ETWEEN an apron and a cloak, - ; L 
The Connoiſſeur I find; be 
By all that's good !—[ like the joke; 
For, Jon it ſeems deſfign'd, — 
Lift but the apron oo the cloak, 5 
© Neath which defects might dwell F 
A Venus's beauties, at one ſtroke, 


The Connoiſſeur can tell.— 


. va 
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On the wir of the D. of NET, s new 
Houſe * fallen down. | 


Young MER L1N's Prophecy. 


EWARE! fly proverb faith, to bring 
“Old houſe about your ears... 
If that be thought a dangerous thing, 
What muſt now be our fears ? 


Our ſtateſman's houſe is tumbled down, 
A houſe both grand and new; ; 
This ſure portends to Britain — 


Some miſchief | that will brew. 


* 


- 


Our — ſuppoſe, its wall 
But late and newly founded; 

Which, with oppreſſion, ſoon may fall, 

With hard blows beat and pounded, 


The 


The fabrick of « our empire, then, 


Will tumble to the ground; 
And loſt ſhall be fair freedom's train 


In one diſaſtrous mound. 


Trade, commerce, friendſhip, which did dwell, 


Did proſper, and did thrive 
33 Within the beauteous walls that fell, 
Interr'd ſhall be alive. | 


But from the ruins ſhall ſtep forth 
| (Forms awful to the eye ;) 
The rights of man ;——reſoly'd, on earth, 


To free themſelves, or die. 
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CONTENT MENT 
WITHIN THE COMMON EI . 


In a familiar Epiſtle to the — Mr. B. 8. 55 
Rotterdam, . | 
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O mille volte fortunato, e mille, 

Chi fa por meta a' ſuoi penſieri in tanto, 
Che per vana ſperanza immoderata 

Di moderato Ben no perde il frutto; 


Il Paſtor Fido. 


U 


O your roll expoſition of ſo droll a text, 
My worthy good ſir, with * 1.2 there 
annex'd, 

T'd fain write an anſwer ; but how to begin 
Much puzzles a pate, that I own is not thin. 
| Xet, ſtrange ! l that a head or a ſoul ſhould be 
| thick, 

Or thoughts f move ſo low, of a body chat” S quick; 


| A body, 


\, | y 


81 4 
A body, with labour and ſtudy ſo leon 


Withal of ſo ſqualid and meagre a mein, 


| You'd ſwear it had ſerved the Nine Siſters round 


Ata trade, where ſpirits and ſtrength muſt abound. 


But this ſuppoſition. we'll not grant fo eaſy 33 


I've one Muſe at home, tis ſaid, keeps me quite 
buſy; Bs 
Whoſe favours appear in plaic ſigns, more con- 


vincing 


Than fanciful verſe, Muſe's love ever mincing : : 
My three * boys are good proofs of the | 


might, 


If not of = Mi then, at leaſt, of her foight ; 


Which, oft in this world, Is eſteemed the ſame, 


: If one gets but th“ favour one aſks of a dame. 1 


Since I've mention'd the lads, and th' wea- 


thet's ſo bad, 


I'm forced to write, to prevent being ſad, 


P11 give a deſcription will make your heart glad. 


G6 | When 


1. 88 3 
When, daub'd and beſpatter'd with mud and with 


mire 
In riding from town to my own country fire, 
TL. enter the houſe, (in like dirty condition 
As was fatty Siap, the Shande'an phyſician, 


When he fell from's poney, with projectile force, 
At terrible fight of Ob'diab's coach-horſe)— 
My two ſtouteſt lads, with a thundering din, 
Come galloping to me, to welcome me in.— 

In each hand a pratler, I march to the parlour; 
here madam, fits ſuckling her dear little ſnarler oy 
The youngeſt 'F W who's got fins his 
27 2 
Where I my dull head would, moſt gladly, repoſe. 
Tho? dirty I look'd as the doctor *foreſaid, 
Pray let not the ſimile farther be read; ; 


For, in grandeur, I ſeem'd as the arms of this land, 


7 - 


That 'twixt two ſupporters, illuſter'd, do ftand : 


A fierce noble lyon, and's unicorn mate, 


Prancing r erect, attend them in ſtate. 
F . . A kind 
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The rats and the mice, with good ſcent ſo well 


tl —M 


A Lind kifs having bad, ( ſweet Gelcome to home | ) . [ 


Es forthwith begin to diſorder the room. 


I pull of n my boots not fuck boots as s ly Trim, 


To pleaſe uncle Toby, in humorous whim, 


| Converted to mortars ;—but ſuch as he might 


Make keld-pieces of, full as dread in a fight. 
Yetnot ſuch asHudibras RufPg bread and cheeſe i in, | 


pleafing, 


That oft they their — e to ſqueeze] in; ; 


| But, not with compariſons longer to tire, 
| Theſe boo as they are, Ifet up at the fire. 
Quick, arch-looking John pops the dog into one, 4 
- As the dwarf thurſt Gulliver into the bone ; | 4 


And Charles, who is ever as keen at a joke, 1 


With matter combuſtible makes t *other ele 


Having, farther, my ſurtout thrown down on a 


chair, 


: And haul'd out my thick ſhoes from under the 


ſtair, 
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Aft, in our muſick, to fill up the chorus. 


Trail'd on by one nag, needy doctor s machine ; 


I'm challeng'd by nn to walk out and * g 


With the ſweet little cupide, while yet it is day. 
Then out we all fally with loud ſhouting noiſe 


And joyful acclaim, from the two elder boys; 


With her ſuckling dear Mary trips lightly along ; 


| Leads ſmiling the van, as ſhe hums us a ſong. 


Next follows the kitten, purſued by the dog 


( F or teazlng poor kitten there's ne'er ſuch a rogue) 


She ſqualing and mewing, he barking, before ,.-_-* 


But how you would laugh, to behold, in the rear, 
The ſcene we exhibit, a ſcene the melt queer |) 


In Holland, I doubt not, with wonder you've ſeen, 


A carriage have we, more œconom'cal till, 
That runs without horſe, and that has but one titel; 
With pompous big phraſe I Cer ſcorn'd to beguile, 
A barrow tis called in plain vulgar ſtyle ; 

In which having ſtowed my two ſhouting boys, 
And $114 up the bottom with hay and with toys, 
| | J put 
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1 put to my hand, and, on wheeling the barrow, 
Cry, * who'll buy my an ? nice puddings 


of marrow | * 


As the children then 1 I furely am pleas'd: 
Thus ſee, by how little from care 1 am eas d; 
Hence learn to contain, in a ſpace full as narrow, 


And carry your wiſhes all-in a wheel-barrow. 


London March 2 1767, 


#& 
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ANSWER to the above. 


0 dear, fir, you've drawn, in poetical chime, 
A bill of exchange, to be paid off i in rhyme. 
Permit me to tell you, I think you were raſh 
To take it for granted I'm always in caſh ; b 
You can riſk (a aſſure you without any jeſt, 7 
Of having your bill ſent you back with proteſt; 
And thus, notwithſtanding you're ready and clever, 
Of being quite broke as a poet for ever, 
And had 1 not buſtled the three days of grace , 
Indeed, my dear friend, this had been your ſad 
caſe ; | | 
For oath I could make, on my cloak and my band, 
That of your's I had no effects then in hand 
* Thoſe are three days allowed to the perſon on whom a 
bill is drawn, to put off the payment in caſe he thinks pro- 


per. They are ſeldom demanded in Holland; but here, 
cuſtom has included them in the time a bill is due. 


Net 


t 
Vet your muſe having lov'd, from the firſt time I 


_ ſaw her, 5 | 
I have honour'd your draught for the ſake of the 
: _ drawer. | | 
But, ber I could do it, was forc'd to my ſorrow, 
To praiſe all honeſt endeavours to borrow : | 
I waited on Phoebus, and beg'd him to ſerve a 
Good turn for my friend, and applied to Minerva; 
But he, like a churliſh and niggardly whelp, 
And madam, forſooth | would not lend any help: 
Upon which in their preſence, J put my broad hat | 
= 1 
And bade them kiſs whatT laſt Saturday ſat on.— 
My mercantile friends, who in wealth far 1 ur- 
| paſs us, = 
Could not help me, for they've no caſh of Par- 
. naſſus; 
Except good Mr. Twiſs, who gave me a rub, 


For he told me all his was reſery'd for the club, 


G 4 | > And 
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And he could not lend any, nor ſhould 1 preyail; 
Tho! it were to preſerve me from going to jailz 
So I call'd him a chuh, being mov'd with my 
| wrongs, | „ 
And bade him go hang himſelf up, and his ſongs. 
Then homeward returning, quite vex'd [ fat 
down; . 

And, no law forbidding, coin'd ſome of my own, 
In deſpite of Minerva and eke of Apollo; 
Nor care 1 a button whatever may follow. 

More than wanted I've got ; they're both of em 

bit: 


Your bill having paid, I now largely remit ; 


And hope it's good rhyme, if not reaſon and wit. ) 


When op'ning your laſt, I caſt eyes on & the pic- 


ture. 


Had the officer come with his beadles and lictor, 


* By way of frontiſpiece to my letter, I had ſketched, 
with my pen, a draught of the ſcene of the awheel-barrow, 


*Twould 


1 


- *Twould ſcarce have furpriz?d me much more, 1 


declare, 


Than your domeſtic groupe; - eh! what has he there? 


Here's a mortal, whoſe ſhoulders and back's very 
narrow, 5 

With ſhanks lixe two ſpindles, a-wheeling a bar- 
row; | 

In which are two brats, who ſeem making anoiſe, 


But whether two girls, or a 2 couple of boys 


( Tis hard to determine), or one of each ſort. 


To've ſeen my ſuſpence would have yielded you 


ſport ; 


On th' back-ground, a female, (a rare bouncing 


fat one 10 
A babe in her arms, and an odd- faſhion'd hat on; 5 
Man and wife too, unleſs I'm erofly miſtaken ; 
If ſo, they remind me of nice Hampſhire bacon, 
Of which, ( as in Thames: ſtreet may daily be ſeen, ) 


She looks like the fat part, and he ke the lean; 


Which 


k 9% 
bich FRE to each other, ſo clever and pat ho 5 
He bites at the lean who well taſte of the fat. 
There” 8 nt that looks like the tide of a 

| houſe, 
And two 8 VO things, like a rat and a 1 ; 
For, may I with itch of verſe-making be ſmitten, 
If eber 1 could gueſs 'twas a dog and a kitten; 
But your com'cal lines, I read over juſt after, 
Explain'd the whole ſcene, and afforded much 
 lJaughter.— 
And now, Sir, you muſt not interpret my ſcene ill, 
If I criticize ſome of theſe fruits of your pencil. 
I muſt tell you, your drawing is aukward and 
cloudy; 5 

With reſpect to your lady,—you' ve e made her a 
dow dy. | 
For tho' ſcen as ſhe 7s, ſhe reſembles 4 goddeſs . | 
In your piece ſhe exhibits a figure that odd is, 
And looks like plain Joan, in a jacket and 
boddice. © 


How- © 


1 * 
Howe er, I muſt own, you queer ludrieous elf! 
You' ve not ſerv'd her worſe than you've ſerved, 
| _ yourſelf ; ; 
For or, by your | droll pens pourtray'd, your a 
figure. 
Is ſo lank, and bony, conſumptive and meagre, 
That, your poſture conſider d, it puts me in mind 
Of thoſe 1 who cty,— — Scifſars, knives, razors to 
„ orindl” ; | 
And of f ome, too, I've ſeen at fam'd 2 op 
Zoom, | 
Whom the laws to a chain and a wheel. barrow 
doom; 
Who lab'ring, like daves 'mongſt the bios and 
the Turks, 8 Fo 
Are oblig d to repair the decay of the works. 
The children are paſſably done. —1 grant that ; 
But I'll, write the names under the dog and the cat. 
In your pleaſures domeſtic with rapture I ſhare: 
Your deſcription's ſo lively, I fancy I'm there. 
Me- 
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Methinks I now | fee you on Barnet high road / 
A trotting, thro! Highgate, t your Finchley abode. | 
You alight at th gate and the graſs-plat run over, 
Where madam receives you, as Venus her lover; 
| While you, (as I'd certainly do, where ſhe mine,) 
The lover and huſband inceſſantly join: nod 
I likewiſe behold you, juſt after you're come in, 
Like a ſlov'n as huſbands ws; ſay the good women 3 
Throw your ſurtout and whip, your hat, here and 
| there, | 5 | 
On the ground, or the window, a ſopha, or chair; ; 
While your two roſy Cupids ſhout, caper, and 
laugh, 
And play monkey wicks with the 1 you pull off | 
Attending you thence, 1 partake of your joys, 
While long the ſweet garden you're wheeling your 
boys; Ls - 
The mirthful proceſſion, in fancy, I follow, 
And hear you cry Puddings !” while both the lads 
hollo. | Is : 
Such 
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Such domeſtic ſweet ſcenes I'd rather behold, "2 


Then courtiers bedizen'd with jewels and gold, 


When in throngs to th' drawing- room pomp they 


repair, | | 
And are forc'd to careſs thoſe that chey hate and 
they fear. 0 | 

In pleaſures domeſtic, contentment is known 


In higher degrees than is felt on a throne ; 


But that rage of politeneſs, (true wiſdom deplores, )- 


Has driven content out of moſt people's doors 3 
And wives, and their huſbands, and.. ſiſter, and 


brother 


| Seem aſham'd of, and oft look ſtrange at each 


other. 5 {6 
The many, abroad, for ſought happineſs roam, 
You, wiſer and worthier, find it at home; 
There long may you find and enjoy it unceaſing, 
Years, uninterrupted and ever encreaſing | 
It's time that, in brief, I tell you how I 
Paſs th* moments, that over me rapidly fly. 

10 
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My ſtudies and friendſhips divide all my time; 
And ſometimes I write, as I now dv, 2'rhyrle': 
For want of a method of converſe that's better, 
I chat with my friends, at a diſtance,” by letter ; 
Nor riches, nor poverty, fall to my lot; ; 


I'm fix d, by kind Providence, juſt on that ſpot 
Where wiſe men affirm there's moſt freedom 
from ills; | + 
Nor fear I diſturbance from loſſes and bills. 
But my mind is ſerene, my fancy quite gay; > 
And ſoft glide my hours away, day after day. 
Let were my vows granted, I'd chooſe to reſide 
In Britain's dear iſland, to which Im allied: ö 
But ſince that's not probable, now *tis my plan 
To be here as content as I poſſibly can; 
For this is a maxim, I'll ever embrace : 
Our 3% % depends more on our temper than plate. 


Rotterdam, 


— —— — ——— 
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BE HOLD the Uncertainty of earthly Hap- 


pineſs] Not fix Weeks after the Date of the 
foregoing Letter, our third Friend was at- 
tacked with a malignant and deſperate Dif- 
_ eaſe; which, in a ſhort time, 9 her 
to the Grave. 


HER EPIT AP H. 

1 O' low in earth, her beauteous form de- 
| cay'd, 

My faithful wife, my lov'd Maria's laid, 
In ſad remembrance the afflicted raiſe 
No pompous tomb, inſeribed with venal + 5 
To ſtates-men, warriors, and to kings belong 
The trophied ſculpture, and the poet's ſong ; 
And theſe the proud, expiring, often claim, : 
Their wealth bequeathing to record their name: 


But humble virtue, ſtealing to the duſt, 


Heeds not our lays, or monumental buſt. 


o 


. ö 
To name her virtues ill befits my grief ; 3 
What was my. bliſs can now give no relief ; 
A husband mourns ;-—the- reſt let friendſhip tell 1 
Fame |! ſpread her worth; — A husband knew it 


well. 


EL EG Y 


"Js ON THE 
Death of a favourite Tuftle- dove. 


B huſh'd, ye winds ! ye billows ! ceaſe to 


roar ; © 


Ye white-crown'd lillies ! * youn gaudy 
heads; T 
And all ye flowers ! that bloom on \F orth's fad ſhore; 5 


For fair Eliza mourns her turtle dead, 


O! Julia! Julia ! lovely Julia! nei; ; 
Hear the known ſound of thy Eliza's voice; 
ec Come, pick thy meal; — thy little bill draw 
ce near; . 3 
« Swell thy full creſt, with flutt'ring wing re- 
5 joice. 
Where art thou ? trifler {...ſoft-plum'd fav'rite * 
<< where ? | 
« Why tarry thus at fond Eliza's call? 
- = H 
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. 
« At firſt-pip'd note thou us d ere now, bapbear; 


6c Fly to my arm, Or ON my boſom fall. \ 


& Alas! what fight! my Julia dead and cold 1 
4 What hand prophane hath done that mur- 

* d'rous deed? | 

« Oh ! no l—no villain harden'd, fierce, or bold, 


C In wanton malice could make Julia bleed. 


oe Twas nature dragg'd her to PR ſhades of 
death, 
& In ſpite of conſtancy, in ſpite of Iove; 
«© No chaſte deſires could here prolong her 


5 6 ke breath, : 


0 Nor life as pure as angels boaſt above. 


“Je infants 1 weep — ſpotleſs virgins |! 
. « mourn, 

« Of what avail your innocence, your worth 

_ © Since ſoon, too ſoon, you muſt to duſt return 3 


Virtue inſures no reſidence on earth. 


et 
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« Yet, in a heav'nly and immortal ſtate, | | A 


6 A ſure reward awaits your virtuous deeds z 
< That hope is your's, tho' ſhort ſhould be your 
| cc date; 


© But where the comfort when my Julia bleeds ?* 
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A piece of Water on Enfield- Gln, whither 
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the Gentlemen in the Neighbourhood uſed: N 
frequentiy to repair, and amuſe themſelves 3 
in Parties of Angling, | q 
& H E RE was a cot, rough-built and thatch'd ; F 
q: It's walls, with mud and plaiſter ach, 1 


Were with rotten rails ſurrounded, 


That with currant trees abounded : 


th? middle of it's court, or yard, 


| (Where nought but grunting hogs was heard,) 
p 1 ä A little pond for ducks to ſwim in, 
10 25 f ; | | IE 5 . : 
hy | | Or for diſb, or diſh-clout cleaning ; 3 
| | | 


It's garden ſoek'd with peaſe and beans, 
Cabbage, ſprouts, and ſuch like greens ; — 
And whereto all this preparation ? 


But for queen Beſs's habitation :—— 


For ſometimes, here, (old 3 ſays, ) 


She us'd to keep her hollidays 3 


«AS 
0 
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To eat cream, butter-milk, and curds, 
And what the country elſe affords; 


With dogs and deer to keep up pace, 
While hunting upon Enfield Chace; 
And gudgeons, trout, and pike, oft took 


| With wily net or treach'rous hook; 


Hard by this houſe, or cot, foreſaid, | 
Some neigh'bring friends a vifit paid 
To goody Pratewell, ancient dame, 


| Whom ev'ry Chriſtian knows by name; 


No mention, therefore, ſhall be made 

Of the rare qualities ſhe had ; 

Or once had ; for, ſhe being old, 

T hey couldn't as preſent gifts be told. 

All things in nature, that we hear, 
While years advance, grow worſe for wear; 


And as cook-maid can hardly tell 


(Altho', when new, ſhe knew it well,) 
Whether of braſs, old ſooty kettle 
| Can now be call'd, or copper metal; 

H z * 
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So, ceaſe to ſhine, (full oft we find,) | 


In youthful vigour of the mind 


Our mortal frames, as they grow old ; 


Unknown their priſtine ſhape and mold. 


Some converſation having paſt, 


Wherein all tongues ran pretty faſt; 

Brave captain Trunion „whoſe thoughts roll 
More on his body than his ſoul, 

Preferring always meat and dri nk , 
(Whatever you could ſay or think,) 

To Ipeaking, reading, or to writing ; 


: Or yet what elſe meek ſouls delight in, 


Huge mind having to enjoy food, 

Under ſhade of neighbouring wood, 

Now laid faſt hold of this occaſion, | 

Thus: to propoſe cool recreation. 

Quoth he, Good gentlemen and ladies! 
This, (hem |!) methinks a charming day is ; 
Would now the weather hold out fair, 
(And *troth it will, if I ſee clear,) 


+ aac. 8 *: * 8 
W 
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There is a pond, well-known to famo, 


Pockets well ſtock' d with country fare; 
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T have a ſcheme for your ae = : 1 


You'll ws not hear it with averſion : — 


In Enfield Chace, not far from hence, 


(Where you may go't your convenience) 


That authors Old Pond hight by name; 


Thither, to morrow, let's repair, 


That while ſome rather chooſe to fiſh, 


Others may feaſt upon a diſh 
Of cold mutton, ham, or chicken, 


Or ſuch food, they bring to pick on. 


: Thus having ſpoke, he ſtrok'd his beard ; 


The reſt with dumb-ſtruck wonder ſtar'd, 
Surpris'd, this pleafing thought ere now 


Had ne'er yet come into their brow ; 


All gave conſent ;—but next 'twas fit, 


To fix the hour and place to meet; 


Which done,—the dames down ie were e handed, 
And, to a ſoul, the troop diſbanded. 


H4 In 
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In comic andi in tragic tale, 


When authors their wild thoughts reveal 2 


From poſt they lead you on to pillar, 


Or leap from garret into cellar :. 
This goodlike cuſtom I ſhall follow; 
Tho' example taking is below, 


And does not well become, true author ; 


But thereabout we'll make no pother,— 


The ſcene now drawn ;—without preamble, 


Pleaſe to the Chace to take a ramble. 


Imagine to yourſelf a pond, 


'That, now ſome hundred paces round, 


Was formerly but like a gutter, 
For mudding, than for fiſhing, fitter 3 


With pains moſt indefatigable, 


(Which oft makes all things practicable,) 

Some worthy buſy men of old, 

By heaping ſtones on ſtones, untold, 8 
Then mud on mud, and trunks of trees, 


Juſt working like a ſwarm of bees, 


L 


Did make at length a bank of force, 

On either ſide of a courſe ” 

W hich flood and rains kept up at pleaſure, 
In greater or in leſſer meaſure; 

This long recital makes you ftare ; 

But hence the cauſe that pond was there, 
Above this pond on either ſide, 

(Did'ſ ever ſee the banks of Clyde? 

If here, perchance, thou anſwer'ſt yes, 
Thou canſt then form of theſe a gueſs ;) 
Great lofty clubs of trees are ſeen, 

Thick ſcatter'd on the riſing green : 
Here ſtands an oak, and there another 45 
A tall elm, nodding at his brother; 

Hard by a thorn, of buſhy growth ; 
Annex'd, an aged crab ſhoots forth. 
Around, in ſhade, grow here beneath, 
Primroſes, nettles, fern, and heath ; 
Which ſery'd for carpet, or for cuſhion, 


Or for cloth their meat to diſh on ;— 


But 
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Vet, had he, too, an eye to ſharp at 
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But now tis fit to ſay what meat, 

Our gentry, with them, brought to eat — 
For, angling ;—that was but a name, 
Which Trunion gave to deck his ſcheme ; 5 
No more thought on, now, nor mentioned, 
Perhaps ſome did not like the ſtench on't — 


Ti is like for to ſome's ſmelling ſenſe 


| Mere ſcent of fiſh doth give offence ; 


But ſince * tis held for worſe than creaſon, 
For women's ſenſe to give a reaſon ; 

We'll' thereon farther not diſcuſs ; 

For, females, here, were ſatis plus; 
That is to ſay more than ſuſficient | 

T o prove all arguments deficient. 
Firſt march'd bold Trunion, the prejector 


Of this lov'd ſcheme, and wiſe director 4 


Pockets well ſtud, and heavy loaden, 


With buttock beef, and cold plumb-pudden, 
Which now he ſpread upon the carpet; 
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Thoſe victuals, which the reſt did furniſh, - © 


4 


Wherewith he meant his paunch to garniſh, 


Next, with flow, grave, and ſteady pace, 


Arriv*d brave major Boniface, 


Loaden with onions and with lettuce, 


Which from his garden he got gratis; 


Oil, muſtard, vinegar, and ſalt, 
Thoſe, he left to bring; who find faule 


With good plain Engliſh ſimple diet, 
p: Making their ſtomach a hog's ſty o't; 


But what is better far than muſtard, 8 


Stock'd with nice apple- pie and cuſtard, 


( That fails not to make ſtomach come, ) 


From yon mount appear d Jack Condrum, 


Who muſing deep on rhymes and metre, 
(As what would chime to Paul or peter,) 
Regarding little where he ſtept, 

Over a trunk of tree did trip; 


Down came cuſtard ;—a ſad preface 


Of farther pitiful diſgrace ; 


For 
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For Jack himſelf came tumbling after, 


Nor could hard fall prove ever ſofter ; 3 
His phiz Was buried i in the medly 
Of milk and eggs, that ſmell'd but badly 5 


And, when got up to look about, 


He wore the tart upon his ſnout 5 


Cuſtard, by tart, we mean to lay, 


F or apple-pie eſcap'd harm's way; 
Having, to John's ſweet conſolation, 
Eſchew'd ſoft cuſtard's deſolation.— 
Then next, with ſugar and with rum, 


Good doctor Slop came tottꝰ ring on, 


Therewith to compound ſtaunch good liquor 


(Moſt proper ſtore for paunch of vicar !) 


As when pale ſongſter means thold forth, 


Oft dines, inſtead of meat, —on broth ; 


So prieſts when they muſt ſay a pray by 


Or ſermon, in monaſtic chair, | 


Their drowſy ſpirits for to keep up, | 
And eke to guard againſt the hick-up, 


Likewiſe, at meals, take ſomething liquid, 
Leſt ſound diſcourſe become inſipid. 


Sure you would deem that man a glutton 
Who, to one meal, eat leg of mutton ; 


With quantum ſufficit of greens, 


Of carrots, turnips, peaſe, or beans'? 


Yet Thomy Stuffwell, let me tell ye, 


Poſſeſsꝰd not quite ſo great a belly; 
For tho brought he with him two gigots, 


One for himſelf and one for my guts, 


It was not half what he could eat; 
We ſtyle him, therefore, temperate . 


The dames we mean not to enum'rate; 


Suffice, each man there had his mate. 


Beſides, tis dangerous ſome quote, 
To ſport with characters of note; 
Suffice, they came full well provided 
With ſome few eatables, ſtill needed, | 
Ere we complete this ſylvan dinner; 


Such as on feaſt- -days crams the ſinner, 


As 
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As figs, fugar-plumbs, and biſcuits, 


Raiſins, prunes, and other dry fruits. 

Then Eau de la Reine, in abundance, 

(Moft ſweet perfume, when ye have done dance U 
And alſo, (to recruit the ſpirits,) 

Strong aqua-vitæ, whoſe great merits 

Have oft employ d man's keen * invention, 

To make thereof moſt worthy mention. 

Now had our gueſts their bodies laid 

Upon the turf, inſtead of bed ; 


And after the plain ancient mode, 


| Lying, their victuals inward ſtow'd 


While thus aſſembled on the ground, 
Throughout the wood a murm' ring found 


Was heard afar, which Rill drew nearer 


And louder, to th' affrighted hearer = 
Each look'd aghaſt, and could not tell 


Whether he then was ſick or well; 
* In many late elaborate diſcourſes on diſtillery. 


Some 


* 1 


Some ſaid, *twas owls among the trees; 


Others, a ſwarm of wand' ring bees * 
A third, with reaſons, would diſcuſs, 
It was *ſquire Huntwell, chacing puſs; 
They had no time for recollection, 
Nor yet for uſe of wiſe reflection — 
Bounce, from the grove, a bloody hound 
Came galloping along the ground ; | 
One of the Eſquire's famous pack, 
(The reft ſoon follow'd at his back ;) 
Fowler, a moſt ſagacious beaſt, 

As ever after hare made haſte ; 

But tho' he lik'd the ſmell of mawkin, 
He ſtill N the taſte of bacon; 
Where e'er his noſe did get the ſcent, 
Thither his courſe he quickly bent ; 5 
Which ſcent he meant to try if true, 
For now he had his prey in view. 

He little ceremony made, 


Nor did he ſtay till grace n 


/ 


i 


But, haſtily, did fall to wolle 


Upon the greaſy leg of por; 


And gave right proof that by relation 


He was not of an eaſter n nation. 


Yet Fowler might have met reſtſtance 


Had not there come to his aſſiſtance, 


Trueman, the brave, of willing mouth 


At breaking bones, or ſipping broth; 


Two puddings, at as many bites, 


He then devour'd,—as you would mites ; 


And was about to end his meal 


Upon a fillet of cold veal; 


(For veal and bacon were both there, 

Altho' not nam' d in bill of fare; ) 

When Ranter, Romeo and Ringwood 

Leapt forth, (ſwift hounds, of noble blood l) 
And now, what lay before their fight, 


Began to eat, with all their Might, 
In vain did Trunion, and the r ft, 
Againſt this hoſtle act, proteſt z——" _ 


1 113 1. 
© From female tongues, no winning ſounds ?“ 
Amongſt a pack of. hungry hounds, 

What could, alas ! ſhrill woman's voice? 

- Unheard it was in greater noiſe ; 

Thoſe ſad dogs no reſpect did pay — 

To what the ladies here could ſay; | 
But, fluſter'd with ſucceſs, and proud, = 
Call'd to their jolly mates. aloud, 
Moft chearfully to let them fhacs 
In this 3 welcome fare. 
There needed little words about it, , 

For now our gueſts entirely routed, 

Their victuals peaceably did yield, 

And left with haſty ſteps the field.: 

No ſooner did the pack then come up, 

(Too tedious, here, their names to ſum up) 

Than, as was greatly oh be fear'd, 1 


The carpet, in a trice, was Clear'd,- 
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Tth' head of all this warlike rabble, 
Crowdero march d, expert and able. 
a |  Hudibras, Þ Part I. Canto 2. 


, © 


near; 5 
The leſs' ning ſtars, ball coinklng, diſappear; 
The red ſwol'n moon, behold, retiring me. 
As dreading now the gathering found of war; 
While drowſy train-bands, luggithly, atouſe, 


And, arm'd, draw up before their chieftain's houſe. 


® This piece was intended to ridicule the motly un- 


W. 1TH e morn the glorious Do draws 


military appearance of the Max, and not the MILITIA, | 


of itſelf a laudable inſtitution; - 


The 5 


W 
The drums gloud,with thund'ring dlows,refouad; 

Wich relling raps the grumbling ſticks rebound z 

And ocho, murmuring, returns the ſound, 

The noiſe now cear'd the band, in ſilenes 

Orders to march towards th* Artill'ry gate: 

Wich big eremendous voice the word is giv n, 
And the beat drum reſounde again to Heav'n. 
Here view them march and, as they paſs along, 

Their valiant deeds ſhall be the muſe's ſong: 

Firſt ſee the ſerjeant, Anthony Black- gore, 

As now the chief commander, ſtrut before; 

This bloody man was long enur'd to wars, 

ö And wears their awful marks in horrid nt 

Now butcher turt d-his trade almoſt the ſame, 

| And differs from the former but in name 

(For he that, in cool blood, can fight his neigh- 

| bout, — 
And makes the eut · tiroat trade his daily labour, 


* 
nt 
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With equal a1 art to Daughter, he is able, 


Good beef. or mutton for a lord-mayor' O table.) 


None, with like force, could fell huge ox or cow, 


Or ſcrape and ſcald, like him, the dirty ſow, 
Next follow three bold heroes, of firſt rate ; 

The drummer, after, deating a retreat : 

A gain, three brave, ſtrangers bo daſtard fear; . 
And yon thick corporal brings up the rear. 

But firſt their feats, in order, let us ſing ; 


Then may the ſtreet, with loud applauſes, ring: 


There Smearwell marches—a brave truſty fellow, 


As ever work'd or handled candle tallow |! 


His ſhining ſhop was e'er renown'd in fame, 
For taper lights, of pureſt; brighteſt flame; 
Firmly he bears the firelock on his ſhoulder, 
And, though aſſail'd by palſy, yet can hold her; | 
Unnumber'd hot gin-quarrels, has he ſeen, 

And frequent, alſo, in beer-battles been. 

Behold his tawdry neighbour :—leanly fed; 
With dangling legs —a taylor, * his trade; 
His 


2 


A mortal enemy to filthy vermin: 


1 ** 1 


(His name, in ſerjeant” s roll, is Kors Ermine * 


— 


When theſe, with hunger mad, oft vex'd his brain, 


He many thouſands in a day has lain ; 


Such dire diſaſters, oftentimes, proceed, 


From civil broils, among'ſt a wicked breed ? 


Next, by his garb, John Hollow-tete you'll know, 


With hat, peruke, and coat, as white as ſnow : 


None equal'd him in all the ſhaving race; 


Nor mortal tongue e'er talk'd at ſuch a pace, 


So learn'd he is in news of diſtant land ; 
And by the touch of his all-curling hand, | 
A block-head's pate he can with locks adorn ; 


For well he brandiſhes his comb of horn. 


See poor Tom Tinker faſten'd to yon drum ! 


(Among the learn'd, a great diſpute, with ſome, 
The weightieſt which?) beating with mighty 8 
Under the heavy load he tott' ring goes. 


| Wiſe and experienc'd in the gun-ſmith's trade! 


O dire to tell, the engines he has made ! 
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Behind theſe revrans next, ſea ſtalking * 
Three daring warriors, boldly, i in a rew 3 | 
: Great Adrian Black-beard, the grave undertaker, 
Wich Matthew Leather-ſole, the Seim ſhoe- 

| maker, | 
And Timmy Flowerpet, a —_—— baker. 
But their young feats we ſhall paſs by in lence 
To fling the hardy deeds of corparal Bylance ; 
Who e'er was known of much diſtinguiſhed motile, 
Mad at the very ſound of pot or kettle z 
| He, for a marrow-bone, would box or fight, 
And even for a beef. ſteak, lofe his fight, 


When young but now, to greater feats aſpires, 


And nought but pudding e'er his boſom fires, 
Or good roaſt- beef, of which he can conſume 
A ſmoaking buttock, for his meal at noon ; 
Rich ſuttler he, in former days had been, 
(No greaſy ſuttler eyer was ſo clean,) 

But' now, to fatal ruin and perdition, 

of beaſt and fowl, by natural tranſitian, 
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| Nobly he keeps a houſe for chops and beer, 
Renown'd and famous for ſuch Britiſh cheer 3 
The concourſe thickens; in the crowded throng, | 


The heroes, from our ſight are {wept along. 
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Written i in the Spring of the Year 1768. 


vorn tarr'd Fack unto. Tn as paſſing 
St. Paul, 
They were viewing the * ſtatues plac'd high on 


its wall: 

cc But ſix poſtles I — blaſt the builder! he” $ 
cc out.” 

Quoth Tom: the reſt ſleep —watch and 
watch, mate! about.” 

My tale has a. meaning j—you'll gueſs it; tis 
ſhort ; ” | - 

You need but to name our diviſions at Ct ; 

Sleep half of our r-I-rs, as owls in old walls, 

The reft, they keep watch, —like th* Apoſtles on 

4 
* On the north-ſide of the church, where there are five 


ſtatues; and the one on the corner of the front makes the 
fixth apoſtle in view, 
V I R- 


| # 121 : ]. 
'VIRGIL's VIIIth ECLOGUE. 


Tranſlated by Mr. B. C. 8 ow EN. 


HARM'D with the lays of two contending 
ſwains, 5 : 
by T he lowing herd forgot to crop the * 
The cruel Iynxes | loſt their thirſt of blood, 
And in new channels ſtopꝰd th aſtoniſh'd flood. 
Firſt, let us Damor's plaintive ſong unfold ; 
Then let Alphefibezus tale be told. 
And thou, O Folio deign t'inſpire my ſong, 
Whether thou range Timavus rocks among, | 
Or plow the ſeas, along th Ilhrian ſtrand, 
Polio the ſtrength and glory of our land 3 
Will che time come, when, in heroic verſe, 
Thy glorious martial deeds I may rehearſe ? 
Shall I &er be permitted to diffuſe _ | 


The ſolemn beauties of your tragic muſe, 


To 


\ 


ita 
To you alone the tragie buſkin's, due, doe 
ophotles is ſeen in u. 
With hos mee, ſhall end my | Doric lines: 


O deign tCaccept what thy command enjoins, 
And give this humble i ivy leave to grow 


| Among the laurels that entwine thy brow. | 
The night her noiſome vapours | ſcarce with- 
| drew, a : . 
What time the herd delight to fir ip the der, 8 | 
When Damon, gainſt an olive-tree reclin' d, 5 
Thus ſpake the feelings, of his love ſick mind. 

RY D AM o N, 

Ariſe 0 Lucifer ! bring o on the day, 4 
While I, deceiv'd by Ni iſa, pine away; : 
While, dying, I invoke the Gods above; "I 
But they, diſdainful, frown upon my love. 
Begin with me my pipe, with me complain, 2 
And fweetly warble the Menalian ſtrain, 

On Meenalus hi igh top are ſhady groves, | | 
And thick-leav'd ph, that favour ſhepherd's loves, | 

And 


1 


And Pan, ele piping chears his flecey breed, 
Pant who frſ tun d to harmony the reed. 


Begin with me my pipe, with me complain, 
And ſweetly warble the Maænalian ſtrain. 


What mayn't we lovers hope? Lo Niſe's led, 
A willing bride, to Mop/u' nuptial bed. 
Let mares and gryphons join ſome futute year ; 


The ſavage dogs ſhall drink with tim rous deer. 


Bring lights, and firew the nuts: lo! Heſper's ray 
Illumes the deep' ning ſhades of falling day. 

Begin with me my pipe, with me complain; 

And ſweetly wardle the Aſenalian ſtrain. | 


Now ſure you've found a mate in whom com- 


bin'd 


Are all the charms of body or of mind ; 


While you deſpiſe my rural pipe, my herd, 
My buſhy eyebrows, and my ſhaggy beard, 
And think I call upon the Gods in vain. 


Begin with me my pipe, with me complain, 
And ſweetly warble the Mænalian ſtrain. 


I ſaw 


3 125 you on our Wollen * once you eine A 1 
| To gather apples—thence I date my flame. : C 
My age juſt thirteen years] ſcarcely cou? 4 a 
Reach the low branches as I tip-toe ſtood. ' 
For you'of choiceſt fruits I rob'd the ſprays 3 | a 
How was I loſt ! how did I wond'ring gaze my | 


How have I ſtray'd in error's fatal maze Eu 
Begin with me my pipe, with me complain, 5 
And ſweetly warble the Mænalian ſtrain. 

Now cruel Cupid art thou known to me; 
Or horrid Timarus or cold Rodophe, ” 
Or Garamantes, in ſome barren place, i. 
Produc'd thee, alien to the human race. 
Begin with me my pipe, with me complain, 
And ſweetly warble the Menalian ſtrain. . 

Love taught Medæa (execrable deed ) 
With her own hands to make her infants bleed. 
O cruel mother! to deſtroy thy race. 


Wert thou more cruel, or was love more a ? 


The 


| [ 125 3 


The boy was'baſe, we'll readily allow; 
Baſe tho' he was, yet cruel mother thou 
Begin with me my pipe, wih me ebtplain 
And ſweetly warble the Manalian firain. 

Now let the ſavage wolf, poſſeſs'd with fear, | 
Fly trembling when the harmleſs ſheep draw near; 
Let golden apples flouriſh on the oak, 

And daff 'dils bloſſom on the alder 8 ſtock 


Let the low tam'riſk precious amber yield, 


a 
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And hooting owls conteſt with ſwans the field; 
Let Tityrus, like Orpheus, ſweep the 1 yre, 

Like him th' aftoniſh'd brutes with awe inſpire ; ; 
Or, like Arion, midſt the rolling ſea, 

Charm the huge dolphins with his harmony, 
Begin with me, my pipe, with me complain, 
And ſweetly warble the Mænalian ſtrain, 

| Now to vaſt ocean let all things be chang'd ; 
Adieu ye woods ! where I fo oft have rang'd : 
From off this pendent cliff myſelf Lil throw, 
And headlong plunge into the gulf below. 


Con- 
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Convey theſe dying words to Niſa s eur, 


The pleaſing tidings ſue II rejoice to beür: 
No more, my tuneful pipe, with me complain, is 
No ceaſe to warble the Menalion ſtrain. 

We've ſung deſpairing Damon's an 
Alphaſiboons' fong we'll next recite 3 | 


Pierian maids, atkſt what we've begun : 2 
FP excel in all things is tho lot of note. 5 


AI nE IS 0 2 68. | 
Bring, bring me water hither z then around 
Theſe altars be the pliant fillets bound. 
Now unftuous vervain, and male incenks burn, 
Pl! try my Dapbnis from his wits to turn. 
Nought to compleat the magic ſpell remains, 
But tuneful numbers of enchanting ſtrains. 
Bring Daphnis from the town, my powerful charms, 
O bring the rover to my longing arms. 
By charms compePd, the moon will ceaſe to ſhine; ; 
By charms LD es mates were chang'd to ſwine: 


T heir 


3 


f 47 1 


— 


Aatis 


Their wonfriul pow en gaser bias canbreak, 


And in the meadows burſt thi invenom'd ſnake. 


Bring Daplnis from the town, my powerful charms, | 


O bring the rover to my longing arms. 
Firſt theſe three lifts together I combine, 
Of different hues, and round thine image twine. 
Then round thefe alrars thrice PH bear my love, 
(Unequal numbers pleaſe the pow'rs above;} 
Bring Daphnis from the town, my powerful charms, 
O bring the rover to my longing arms. 
This triple-cotour'd thread with three knots join, 
And fay, theſe myſtic bands, are, Few / mine. 


— 


Bring Daphni: from the town, my powerful charmg, 


O bring the rover to my longing arms. 
As this clay hardens in the ſmouldring fame, 
And this hard wax is ſoften'd by the ſame, 

E harden'd to each nymph may Daphni⸗ prove, 
| And melt for me with rong rofifleſs love. 
Crumble the cake, and burn the crackling ber, 


And d ſcatter bitumen the flame to raiſe, 
J for 
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4 for my Daphnis ſmit with ſtrong. deſire - 
This laurel burn, the ſame in him ei . 0 * * 
Bring Daphnis from the town, my n charms 


O bring the rover to my longing arms. 

May ſuch deſires now rage in Daphnis veins, 

As the fond heifer feels, when o er the plains 

She bounds her way, or thro? the gloomy grove, 

To meet the bull, the object of her love. 

Fatigu'd with ſearch, where rills meand'ring play 

Sbe penſive lies, nor heeds departed day; 

May ſuch deſires now rage in Daphnis veins, 

And make me, love regardleſs of his pains. 

Bring Daphn:s from the town, my powerful charms, 

O bring the rover to my longing arms. 

Theſe garments, earth! which Daphnis gave to 
me, | 

Beneath this threſhold 'I ceniniie to thee, 

Ye dear, dear pledges of the love he bore, | 


Return the wand'rer to my arms once more. 


Bring 
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Bring Daphnis from the town, my powerful charms, 
O bring the rover to my longing arms! _ 
' Theſe herbs, which Macris gave, from Pontus 
| m 8 ; 

Pontus produces numbers of the ſame ; 

Aſſiſted by their wond'rous pow'r he flood, 
Chang'd to a wolf, and ambuſh'd in the wood; 
F rom their deep graves, be call'd the peaceful dead, 
And the ripe corn to other's fields convey'd, 
Bring Daphnis from the town, my powerful charms, 
O bring the rover to my longing arms [ 

From out the houſe now, Amaryllis, bear 
The ſacred aſhes into open air; | 

Not backwards looking, caſt them o'er your head, 
: Into yon ſtream that gurgles thro' the mead. 
Wich this I'll try his love for Dapbnis fears 


Nor pow'rs above, nor facred ſtrains reveres. 


charms, 


O bring the rover to my longing arms ! 


Bring Ddphnis from the town, my powerful 
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But Amaryllis, lo ! while I delay 


To bear the half-extinguiſh'd coals away, 


(Gods grant it good ) an omen glads my fight, 


The coals ſpontaneous glow with en 


light. 


Hark !  Hylas barks ! Heav'n ! . can it real prove ? 


Or do illuſions mock deſpairing love? 


Lo! 


The rover comes to bleſs my longing arms. 


Doplnis comes ! now ceaſe my powerful | 


| charms, 


A 2 
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Sent under Cover to a fair Neighbour at 
Pans, who never ſhewed herſelf at her 
Window, although her Work bag was 
conſtantly hanging there. 


Au petit Sac d' Ouvrage, joli, mais tres oiſif, 
que je vois toujours pendu à la Fenetre vis 
à vis de mon Appartement. 


IS moi done, petit ſac ! pendu à cette 


fenetre, 


Qui, dans une tete Ane, maint foupgons fait 


nai tre, 


| Nees tu pas I' embleme 


D'une maitreſſe, dont le corps 
Eft la beauté meme, 


Qui nous charme par ſon dehors 


Oe eee eee nn, , 
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Mais qui, (la bouche bien fermẽe comme la tienne, ) 


Ne nous dectle pas I eſpirit qu'elle contient? 
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A TRIP TO SOHO. 


Nds ſung in Hudibraſtic ditty, | 


” Some frugal neighbours of this city, 


On weighty houſehold facts to treat, 
At Haberdaſhers Hall did meet. 
Tom open'd the debate, by ſwearing 


That at his houſe there was no hearing : 


For noiſe of coaches, and of chairs, 


And women's heels upon his ſtairs, 


Who dar'd deny it was a raſh one, 


But now it was ſo much the faſhion, 


In merchants houſes to keep rout, 


To dance, or deal the cards about; 
That, for his ſoul, he could not think 


How any one could bear the ſtink * 


* That the writer may not here be tax'd with indelicacy, 
he deſires to remind thoſe gentlemen and ladies who make 
uſe of perfumes, that what one perſon takes to be a ſweet- 
ſcented ſmell, is often by another regarded as an offenſive 
odour, | | 

* 
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Of ſuch a crowd, as oft congreſs, 


Squeez'd in two cloſets and a preſs; 


(No other names ſo well can fit 
The chambers where thoſe mobs all ſit) 1 - 

He, therefore, humbly did propoſe, 
Of all thoſe routs to break the noſe ;— 
(To break the neck, is a wrong term | 9 

For when a neck's broke, or an arm, q 
It may regain, by art and ſkill, 

Its former uſe, and habits ill: 

Thus, then, he broach'd the better notion, 

That when a man, by wrong-j udged motion, 
Disj oints, or, (proper, ) breaks his noſe, 

It is an emblem fit and cloſe, 

| Of all which ever mortal man did, 

Can be undone, and never mended * 

To break the noſe, then, of thoſe meetings, 


| Thoſe oft repeated unſane ſweatings, 


So prejudicial to their health, ; 
Their bodies waſting with their wealth, = 
1 He 


ß 


[ 134 ] 

He humbly mov'd, 6 that they ſhould join 

A few ſpare guineas, and combine 

To have a weekly hop, or ball, 

A fix'd aſſembly at this hall. ” 

« Done! (Richard 2 I ſecond Tom; "= 

I hate a rout, deteſt a drum. 

When'er my wife invites her 9 Ty 
I might as well be nunting conies, 

(As profitable is the talk) | 

As fit and plod it at my deſk. 
There's no ſubſtradting or dividing, 

For noiſe of card-play'rs, and card- chiding. 
Fi reviſe a codicil, 

I'm interrupted by Spadille ; 

Or ſhould I peep into my ledger, 

I might as well dive with a badger, 


As ſum a column of arrears :— 


Manille fo lords it in my ears; 
. Bafto, roars one, with hollow tone, 


Juſt as my clerk his work has ſhewn; 
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My clerk, tho? learn'd in Tuſcan rongus, 


Hath his two ears but poorly hung, 
* hinks 1 cry'd baſia to th inditing ; 
Lays down his pen, and ends his writing. 
In ſhort all mattadores unite | a 
To make me die with ſpleen and ſpite.” 


There needs few arguments about it; 


| Suffice, the routs were here quite routed, 
To theſe the reſt did join their voice, 

Of 'foreſaid hall to make ſtrait choice 
(When weightier buſineſs gave them leiſure) 
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To dance and card it at their pleaſure. 

It hath been ſaid, for goſpel giv'n, 

c There's nothing new, beneath the Heav'n;“ 
But with correction and amendment, 

There muſt be, here, ſome wrong intendment; 

F or twelve gay months, ( to thoſe that came) 


Our ball was new, and in high fame ; ; 


Ev'n daughter, wife, and bride of peer, 
Diſdain'd not, oft, to foot i it here ; 3 


1 363 
| Till rival ſiſter, at Soho, 

Her ſprightly face began to ſhew, : 
And painting, dreſſing, in mere ſpite, 
Out-ſhone poor Haberdaſher quite. ; 

To this aſſembly now Tom's wife 

Muſt go; or it will end her life. 
Tom urg'd, but urg'd, alas in vain, | 
“ She might as well take ſhip for Spain, 
In cabin be ten long-days bed-ris, 
Expreſs to have a dance at Madrid ; 

As ſuch a dancing errand go, 

In crazy hackney to Soho; | 

To great fatigue of back and bones, 

J olting them o'er three mile of ſtones 3 

When ſhe might foot it at the ball 
EKept nearer home, in city hall. 

He could excuſe a maiden's going ; 
She might perhaps be woo'd, or wooing ; 
Or young apprentice, who does aim, 


In love, to burn with noble flame; 
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To fire a lady, ſprout of dutcheſs, 2 
And tell her, poſting-chaiſe, in Scotch, is 
| Conſent ; and wedlock, icy Scotland; | 
(Tis not fo cheriſh'd in a hot land) 
Exempt from old maid's ſcoff or ſcorn, 
The public banns ;—a poſting horn; 
Ever rebellious and untoward, 
For ſettlement, the Scots have no word : 
And for a parſon, in black gown 
"To tie the knot, —there needed none ; 
He'd find a clown, in brown or grey, 
Booted and ſpurr'd, ſhould preach and pray : 
And without ſtir, grimace, or racket, 
Lug out a prayꝰr- book from his pocket; 
And tho' he bleſs'd in wond'rous haſte, 
Should tie them moſt ſecurely Ras” 
Why need I mention all the ſtrife! 
That paſs'd twixt Tommy and his wife; 
Twas now ſo much the faſhion grown, 
For ladies of the trading town, 
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To prance in jewels to Soho, 


f And for young cits to ape the beau, 


That Tommy's wife muſt alſo go. 
A ticket got. — the coach was order'd ; 


A coach, with braſen nails thick border'd, 


Painted with monſtrous beaſts with wings, 


And hung on ſtraps, that ſery'd for ſprings 


It was, in ſhape, of antient mode, 


Not quite ſo long as it was broad, 


Perch'd on the bear-ſkin'd box, on high, 


And moſt conſpicuous to the eye, 


Sat fat unweildy coachman John, 
Who, by his fize, out-gaug'd a tun. 
This bulk he had not gain'd in table ; | 


John ferv'd at times, his maſter's table. 


Two horſes, from his ſeat, he guided; 


Concerning which, tis not decided, 


Whether more fit to draw duſt-carts; 
Or, at round mill, to ſhew their parts ; 


To 


t * 1 


To go in dray; or drag a 1 

They were ſo clumſy, and ſo large, 

(Good Johnny muſt not here abuſe us) 

They could have ſerv'd thoſe ſeveral uſes. 
To make the jolt more blythe and hearty, 


Our Dicky s ſpouſe was of the party; 
And Tommy's ſon, by whoſe gay look, 


You would miſtake him for a duke ; 
His velvet blue ſuit he had put on, 

And dreſs'd his head en tte de mouton, 
Or de belier; for he did wear 7 | [ 
Locks curl'd like ram-horns, at each ear; | . | 
O could we add, that from their length | | 
They were as ſure a ſign of ſtrength. 

By light of flambeau, ſee they go, 

And drive like Jehu to Scho; 

There, while our dames are plac'd iu rank | 
With dutcheſſes,—how they look blank ; 
As cry'd her grace, to left-hand lady,— 


„What have we here ? —obſerve the hoidy.”— 
| The 


E 


The counteſs ſqueak d, with up · turn d noſe, 


<« Some cits, I vow, in Sundays cloaths ; 


What brings the things, I wonder, here; 
"Tis odd ſuch folks ca'nt know their ſphere,” 


«© Nay, quoth her grace, I give them merit, 
Than us they have more publick ſpirit ; 


What fortune gives to us too much, 


In luxury we ſpend with grudge ; 


They, out of a ſmall income, ſpend 


What ſhould be kept for wiſer end; 


As, to inſtru their little fry 
In knowledge of the Deity ; 
And add, to burniſh up their parts, 


Shred learning of the worldly arts ; 


Or to provide, in caſe of failure, 


To pay their baker and their taylor. 


What merchant, while he is in trade, 


Can fay his fortune's ſurely made? 


Have we not ſeen the moſt tip-top 
One day thought rich, the next ſhut ſhop? 
5 „ -"H 
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| Without comparing 'twixt the great 
And little of this trading fate, 
I grant a merchant, at his book, 
Is full as uſeful as a duke; 
But then (each one ſhould keep his ſphere) 
| He ſhould not at Soho appear; 
Squeez'd in *mongſt us, as if by ſtealth, 
To ſquander here, his hard-got wealth. 

What cit, who quits this place fo ſoon 
As three o'clock, can riſe at noon ? . 
To have his buſineſs rightly done, 
He ought to riſe-with early ſun : 

Then how can madam, on a ſudden, 
For dinner order beef or pudden ? 
Whilſt ſhe lies ſnoring in her bed, 
Poor *prentice feeds on cruſts of bread ; 
Beſides, if hither oft they ſtray, 
To waſte their time among the gay, 
Will not wiſe folks be apt to think, 
They are but ſparing of their ink ; 
. | Which 


Which as they ſave and fave the faſter, ; 
Their fortune's nearer to diſaſter bk 
Old proverb ſaith, birds of a feather 
(Men of like minds) e'er flock together; 3 

When, therefore, tradeſmen herd with thoſe, 

who waſte their pelf in game and cloaths, 

It will be judg'd, that his weak mind 

To like vain folly is inclin'd? 

All this, and more, our dames did bear; 

But reliſh'd how (as ſhall appear) 

Well ſing, in * ſequel to our tale, next year. 


The above was written for the edification and amuſe- 
ment of the author's own family, which improv'd ſo much 
by it as to make the ſequel of the trip not at all neceſſary. 
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J ERS... 
Written in a young Lady's Bible. 


0 


EAD'ST thou this. book, as monks and ab- 
bots teach; | 

As Calvin taught us, or as Luth'rans preach ? 

Doſt thou torment thy brain, or beat thy head, 


To find two meanings to what here is ſaid ? 
Expounding texts, to common-ſenſe moſt clear, 
Explain'ſt for types, where none, in fact, appear & 

Or, paſſive in th opinions of thy mind, 5 

In tenets treading, as are led the blind, 

Believ'ſt in ſuch, howe'er abſurd, abhor'd, 


| Becauſe a parent taught, or prieſtly lord? 
Doeſt thou negle& thy Saviour's words and rules, 
For creeds, for rites, for forms of wrangling. 
. 
His name forſaking for a ſect, doſt hope 
And truſt in Calvin, Luther, or the Pope? 


[ 264 3 
If fo thou form'ſt thy mind, peruſe no moſe 
| This facred book : for ſhut is wiſdom's ſtore z 
By no proud ſect her learned treaſure” 8 found; 


Who ſeeks for truth, his faith in none . 
ground ; . 

All have their errors, to this book unknown; = 

Read then it's precepts, common- ſenſe hath ſhown ; 

Thoſe lead to Heavy? nz what elſe beyond our reach : 


Is left for God, and not for man to teach. 
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At | on THE | 
Dacia 1 R 
O F THE 


REvVEREND Mr. L. STERNE, 


- Author: of the SENTIMENTAL UI &c. 


© URN, Britons 1 mourn; .Jour fatal loſs 
deplore; ; 


Mirth's fled your iſle, for Sterne is now no more; 


Sterne, who, to man, this leſſon left below : | 


He moſt is bleſt, whoſe feelings overflow. 
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| An A NSWER, fign'd DzsPa IR, to a 
punning Er Ir AH printed in one of the 
Public Papers, on a Mrs. Her . 


P 


No; — Hope Gill lives; and, ta thy ſhame, 
T by! foul attempt hath loſt its aim. 

| When thou to Tyburn ſhalt be led, 

(All future chance of life then be,) 

The parſon for thy ſoul mall pray, 

And mongſt the bleſs'd beſpeak it's fray : 


Reſumptuous mortal — to n 


Au deb oe Hope, —againft our will q 


But tho Hope live, I there agree, 

She ſhall be dead, indeed, to thee, 

When man ſhall ceaſe to love the fair ; 
Low courtiers on their patrons ftare ? 
When traders loſe their hopes of gain; 

Or failors ceaſe to plow the main ; 
Stateſmen to court their ſoy'reign's ear; 


Or maidens wiſh to conquer fear ; 
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2 When reſtleſs pride ſhall quit the ſtate, 


And boundleſs ſcheme forſake the great 3 
Oh! then, to atoms torn this world, 
Hape thall from earth be ſwiftly bul'd ; ; 

| Unworthy i in high heav'n to dwell, 

Too good to be thrown down to bell; 
Suſpended the ſhall live, as now, 

A meteor light to thoſe below: 

Till then, (I tell it as ſure fact,) a 
Hope's motto reſts—4. Spes non fracta. 


. 
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Witten on the Gries of « half-finiſhed Por- 
trait of Mrs. Cxxw. The Lady, whoſe 
Countenance expreſſes the moſt perfect Se- 

renity of Mind, was drawn with her Head 
reſting on her Hand, and her Eyes fixed | 
| attentively on the Ground. 


URE, lovely maid ! no ills of life 
To you were ever known ; 1 


No loſs of friends, nor wedlock's ſtrife, 
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Yet caus'd you e'er to moan. 


Then eye not, with that thoughtful look, 
The duft from whence you ſprung ; 
With pangs of woe, ſo ill to brook, 


Your heart was never wrung. 
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* LETTER from EF to Cal — 


| March ab 1769. 
LL thoſe, my dint madam, who'ld * out 
| of Bridewell, 
With hands or with mind at no time muſt be 
8 idle; 
And, as freedom I like, you cannot oi: 
I'd now riſk confinement by ſluggiſh neglect; 
But, us'd to be buſied in town with my quill, 


* 
£ 


I can't let my fingers at preſent lie fill; 

_ They'ld grow ſtiff in the joints, if I were 8 
write, | 

And, at my return, mould be now to indite. IX 

2 Beſides, tis allow'd, both in learning and taſte, | , 

The mind of a man, like a field, will run waſte, 

If fancy, invention, reflection of thought, 

Are left unemploy'd, or not us'd as they * 

Excuſe then my metre from this idle city ; 3 


Had I bus' neſs to write, I'Id write you no ditty.— | 
L 3 IIe 


te. ATT 
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I doubt -not you'll wonder what brought me to 
But when I do tell you, you'll furely be wrath : 
I came here. to trifle and drive away date 
With the ſweet ſmiling e, the ou; and 
fair ; | 
To trifle, I ſay, for it is my ; deſign 
No ſecond to woo, were ſhe e'er ſo divine, 
The 4% friend I had, was good hetur'd and fair; 
And poſleſs'd of more wit than yet fell to my mare. 
I lov'd ber; regret her; and need I to tell, 
PH ne*er find another will love me ſo well; 
And, to ſpeak now the truth, I'd not give a 4. 
For one, were her fortune however ſo big, 
Could ſhe, with that fortuns, not give me Hee | 
heart, 
And love me contented * death us db part. 


mutter, 


'Tis baſting a pig (as you roaſt i) with butter ; 
Then 
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| Then where ſhall I find a young female, fo kind, 
| A rich ohe, In mean, who would tell me her mind; 

And my honour' s ſ6 nice, I never could tell | 
| A rich fair &« 7 love,” tho 1 lov'd her too well; 
She'ld think twus her fortune, and not her fair 

face, | e 2 

5 Made me wiſh us faſt Joek'd i in well embrace. 

Unleſs then it hap (which I cannot expect, 8 

A damſel, for me, mould eber loſe her reſpect; 
Forget all decorum, all honour and ſhame, 
And ſay that ſhe lov'd me, and blaz'd in a flame, | 
I'Il ne'er get a wife, —for I cannot afford 
- Th my an equal, ſo ſmall is my hoard . 
But truce to this ſubject; ;—it puts me in mind 
Of notice for wives, which in papers we find ; 
Beſides, it ſmells much of the coxcomb and fop, 
T' expect a fair damſel her kerchief will drop, 
To tell me, ſhe ſighs for my long ſpindle legs, 
And therefore to — my . begs.— 


Ls | QC 


* 
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Now could 1 wiſh for the inventive quick brain, 
T he pow 'rs of deſcription, poctical vein, 3 


Of him who ſo drolly, to laugh and deride | 


* by, 
* 


All blund'ring travellers, did write his Bath Guide: ; 
To awaken your mirth, Td give you a lit 


Of people not happy, contented, or bleſt, 


Unleſs from themſelyes, ay own thoughts, hed 


retreat, 


And ay to a crowd from ede ies they Wa | 


Myſelf at the head ; and my weakneſs IU own, 
At times I am ſad for my friend that is gone. 
The ſet our fam d poet did give us, tis true, 
Was a droll one, but then —each year there's a 


new 3 


Fo or, (to quote the rome Pope, who borrow'd from 


H. aer, ' 


While he too, from Proverbs, had born it, or 


| ſomewhere ; ; 
I know, from the Bible, but chapter and verſe 


Serve not to our Purpoſe, and ſo we'll rehearſe: * 


„Like 


66. 


cs 


* 
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„Like leaves on tall trees, race of mortals is 1 4 


found; 


* In youth now quite green, and now with'ribg 5 
e on ground; 

« Another young race, hong Genin ſupplies 

'h Succeſſive they fall, and ſucceſſive they riſe.”? * 

| N But Bath, my dear madam, is all in a roar; 

Lig Derrick is tick, and, they *_ at death's ' 

door. | 

1 wiſh, from my heart, he was fairly at reſt; 

F or his ſoul, I believe, will hereafter be bleſt; # 

And . that's ſure the creed of the good folks at 

Beatha, 
Such pray rs, petitions are put up for his death. 
But my wiſh, alone is, to ſee the town quiet; ; 


For tho? at th' election there may be a riot, 


| * To aſſiſt his Rhyme, the Author has here adopted the 
Pronunciation of the Fine Ladies, and he begs the Reader 
will pronounce it accordingly, 


When 
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When next kiag is ſettled and fix'd on bb et, 


I truſt that dame Diſcord will let us alone.— 


Parties run high; and there are thavrmen ehough 


To kick up a duſt, if folks mean te be rough. 
The Scots to a man, (which enereaſes the evil,) 
The Irifþ have join d, and will play the rude devil. 


Gods ! what may nt we now dread from fuch a an 


alliance; 4 eo de Þ | 
They'll put the whole city at open defiance : 
The Jaf? they like blood, and the firft like — 


All oppoſers have felt, whom ever they fell on. 
Then woe to the pates that ou not for their 


choice; 


And woe to all people who gainſt them rejoice. 


For me, I was neuter, *till good lady Bingwell, 
II I poll'd on no fide, declar'd T'1d be fingle, 


Her la'ſhip's a woman of very firſt mode, 


Sol could n't go wrong if I follow'd her road ; 
I choſe then my party, and to my laſt hour, 


Support it I will with th' extent of my pow'r. 
| T he 
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1 
The death of poor Derrick two eroſſes will bring ; 
Bath loſes a poet as well as a Zing. ; 
I think for the fh, I will enter my claim;  * 
Tho' no profit it bring, twill add to my name; 
And as fame's no purſuit of this gay generation, 


To foretell my ſucceſs needs no 1 penetra- 


[ 


tion. 


In words of the parſon 2 "tis time to conclude ; 


If longer I write I ſhall ſurely be rude, 


For the ladies await me to go to the rooms, 
Where ſilks ſweep the floor- much oftener than 


brooms. 


oy 


My party and I ſhall be only 8 

To th' vain wanton pow” r of ſome modern dice 
tators: | 

A circle of cap'rers, who take up the floor, 


And keep all the gazers ſqueez'd up at the * 


Such tyranny longer is not to be borne; 


Pow'r, when uſurp'd, ſticks in my fide like a 


thorn: 


This 


— _— — * — 
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This Turkiſh, uncivil, tyrannical dance, 


8 Cotillen they call, late imported from F rance 17. 


Some fay that the Frenchmen, when northwards 


they ſ warm, 


Make uſe of ſuch dances, to OY PER We warm; 
And ſure you would wonder to ſee their fifts beat, 


While quick move their fingers inſtead of their fret. 


Some ſay that our rulers, to make Britons ſtoop, 


Thus teach them to bob, ere they, jump thro the 


been; 4:4 


Leſt ſoldiers ſhould fail (hems and- muſquets as | 


all, 
We re pradtiſe to mukck and ſtoop at the ball — 


Thoſe dancers, to others, are laughable things; 


: Like harpſichord jacks, that jump up at the ſtrings, 
They bob up and down; are much aft'ner at fault, 


F or at each diff rent ſtep you'll eber ſee a halt; 


The jacks, they do jump tho' they touch not the 
ſtring; ; 


But theſe reſtive ſtand, ad gaze round i in 2 ring, 
Till 


Till da 
And en 
'Tis 
0 
Thus 
But 
To all 
Belies 


I ne'e 
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Till dancers profeſs'd ſet them friendly to right, 
And end, by inſtruftions, the ludricous ſight. 
Tis ſtrange ! that the people, in ny ſhould 
come | 
Thus drolly to bel; ere they practiſe at home. 
But, again to conclude, as hinted above, | 
To all friends around you preſent my beſt love; 31 
Believe, 1 me dear couſin, where e'er I ſhall roam, 


I ne'er ſhall forget kind relations at home, 


ODE 


. 
1 

1 
S 
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To Myrna A4 
1 
YRA is abſent, nature fade 
| Roſes and lilies hang their heads 8 


The birds no more in airy circles borne, 


Aloft, diſplay their quiv'ring plumes; | 


No more each ſongſter pride aſſumes, 


And, with his warbling, tries to chear the morn. 


® This and the following Odes were written by a young 
nobleman, unhappily for his country, now deceaſed ; he 


vas alſo the author of the poetical Preface to the Attempts ; 


the author of which, will not, I hope, take it amiſs, that 


I have given to his friend the poſts of honour in this book, 


the FRONT and the REAR; for, in my humble opinion, I 


think, he deſerves them, If theſe Odes ſhould give to the 
Public as much ſatisfaction as they have given me, I pro- 
miſe it a whole Volume of the ſame young nobleman's 
compoſitions, as ſoon as I ſhall have leiſure to reviſe them, 


and to put them into ſome little order for the Preſs, 


1 


See, 
- Droc 
And 


Wh! 
Wh 


The 


Wil 
Wh 
And 


To 


And 


Ala 


Ye 


See, how the linnet on yon tree, 
Droops, while be ſadly pities me, 

And careleſs views his partner in the buſh ; 
While ſits, beſide yon mazy rill, 

Which oft does all the meadow fill, 


The once ſweet-finging, but now mournful thruſh. 


III. 


Will &er my fair relent, and come, 
When I am dead, to view my tomb? 
And will ſhe deck my peaceful grave with care? 
Why would my fancy try in vain, 


To eaſe by hope of bliſs my pain, 
And paint my lovely Mira kind as fair ? 
IV. 


Alas ! I fear too true my woe ; 


Ye ſwains ! in yon deep vale, below 


That 
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That aged hawthorn's pA inter my bones 5 
Place me beſide that verdant bed, 


| Where Pope, to Mira, oft I read ; 


And ſince ſhe's gone have oft renew's my moan. 


7 


Methinks I ſee ſome happy ſwain, 


Who never knew, in love, a pain, 


Viewing my tomb, let fall a gen'rous tear; 
Approach then, gentle- minded youth, 


And hear unwillingly this truth,. — 


« Your's may be kind ;—ſhe'll never be ſo fair,” | 


SPRING. 
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E youths, and lovely virgins ! come 
Behold the roſy May | 
: Has given the fields a freſher bloom, 


And rais'd each flower that's gay; 
Together, o'er the dewy meads, 
We'll walk, where roving fancy leads, 4 
And gather flowers for Mira's hair; 
For her, in whom each beauty meets, 
Whoſe breaſt improves the roſe” s ſ weets z 
The 1 makes more fair. 
II. 
Now the charm'd arif takes his ſtand | 
Upon the varied bed ; 
He dreſſes, with a careful hand, 
What laviſh nature ſhed: 
The roſe that bluſhes in each ſong, | 
The cowllips that to woods belong, 
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The blue-vein'd violet he views; 
With what ecſtatic joy he ſees 
The flowers, beneath the ſpreading trees, 


| Expand their ſhining hues ! 

© 1 

The blackbirds now the woods oke, | 
Their duſky loves to woo; 

Now from the thickeſt darkeft brake 

The mourning turtles coo; 

T here, where the flowery furze and grove 
Invite the feather'd train to love, 

5 They try at firſt faint-warbled ſtrains ; ; 
Till, by degrees, their ſwelling throats, 


Wide op'ning, breathe their louder notes, 


And charm the liſt'ning ſwains. 


IV. 
»Tis, when the beauteous warblers end 


T heir ſongs, at cloſe of day, 
That Philomela (night's ſad friend,) 
Attunes her ſofter lay. 
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Tis love alone, all powerful love! 
That ſweetens thus each ſhady grove, 
And breathes the ſymphony of ſpring ; = 
To win his feather'd charmer's heart 
Each lover trys his tuneful art, e 
And plumes his painted wing. — = | 
_ Ceaſe then, ye ſchool-boys, ceaſe to wound 
The birds that rove the plains; 
The muſe laments her brothers bound, 
Whom tyrant man nin — 

The captive bird, ſo gay of late, 

In mournful notes bemoans his fate ; I 
Sure, to his fate fuch notes belong ; 
His native ſweetneſs is no more; "5 
Loſt is, what pleaſ ure gave before. 
His wildly am'rous ſong. 
3 

For when along the ſhady grove | 
The thoughtleſs victim ſtray'd, 
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No care had he of aught but love, 


{ Nor knew what ſnares were laid 
1 Sudden the tangling nets ſurpriſe | 


His heedleſs feet ; ; in vain he tries : 
* his native fields to gain; 


Confin'd, within a wir'y cage, 
He ſpends on man his little rage, 
. And ſullen wears his chain. 


VII. 
Thus, but t too oft, — man 
In paths of rs treads ; 'Y 
Unknowing where his ſearch began, 


Uncertain where it leads; 


That vice his inclination binds, 

And holds him captive in her chain ; 
To leave the dangerous road, he tries 
To break her long contracted ties; 
But all, alas is VAIN, 


Till, warn'd by ſome falſe 8 he finds | 
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| ODE on ' PENSIVENESS. 


Addreſſed to a FRIEND. 


8 s 3; I. C:- IX 33S © 
"HY do the ruffling gales of life 
Continue thus to blow ? 


Why ſhall I never find relief, 
But always taſte of woe ? 


Ev'n Melancholy, pleaſing power! 


Can never ſooth to me an hour, 


Nor can ſhe calm my anxious breaſt ; 


Her ling'ring ſtay I oft upbraid ; 
Then do I feek the muſing maid 
When I'm with grief oppreſt ? 
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She nor within the palace gay 


Does fix her gloomy. ſeat; 


Nor &er expos'd to Phcebus ray 


Is found her r calm x retreat. 
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Beſide the ſofily murm'ring * 
That winds adown the moſs-grown hill, 
Does gentle Melancholy dwell; = 
Or where the ſweally cooling breeze, 5 
F as ue? the quiv'ring. ſhrubs and trees ; 
Or in the hermit's cell. 
III. 
Seek ber in the wildeſt rocks, | 
Where ſeldom ſwain has trod ; 
Or where the ſnow-white bloating flocks 
| Have never mark'd the road: 
Or if you ſee, at cloſe of day, 
A place o'erſpread with ruins- grey, 
Thither the muſing nymph will come; 
She loves each lonely tomb, and ſtone 
With ivy's claſping ſbade o'er grown; 
She dwells amid the gloom. 
IV. 
The courtier proud, who rules the late, 
Ne'er knows her pleaſing Joys; | 
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Ambition prompts him to be great; 7 
Tis that each hour employs. 


She, with the ſimply thoughtful ſwain, 
Wanders along the flowery plain, : 
Where yellow-tinted cowllips grow ; 
Tis her's to eaſe the ſhepherd's breaſt, 
Be it with anxious cares opprelt ; 


She ſooths the lover's woe. 


Theſe moral truths to you, my friend, 
"Tis true, can ne'er belong ; 
Vour jovial ſpirits know no end; 


« Then whence (you cry) this ſong dr 


40 To me the groves, the flowers, the meads, 
The rill, that down the valley leads, 
«© Can raiſe no ſweetly pleaſing thought ; 
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Tis not by ſaunt'ring in a wood, 

« *Tis not by muſing o'er a flood, 

“ That happineſs 1s bought.” 

VI. It 
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contemplation on h dea 


To view my rural grave ſhall come; 
Perhaps ſhall heave one heart-felt ſigh, 
hall mourn my fate with weepi 


£ 


leave my tom 
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